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PREFACE. 

I  AVAIL  myself  of  this  opportunity  to  express 
publicly  my  obligation  to  the  various  friends  who 
have  furnished  mo  with  the  facts  on  which  this 
tale  is  founded;  and  especially  to  Eichard  Lewis, 
of  the  Inner  Temple,  Esq.,  Barrister-at-Law,  Secre- 
tary of  the  Eoyal  National  Lifeboat  Institution,  for 
his  kindness  and  courtesy  in  affording  me  every 
facility  for  obtaining  information  in  regard  to  the 
history  and  work  of  the  Lifeboat. 

K  M.  BALLANTYNE. 
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THE   LIFEBOAT 


CHAPTEE  I. 

THE  HEonrarrao— IN  WHICH  SEVERAL  IMPORTANT  PEasoNAaas 

ABB  INTBQDUOm 

THERE  existed,  not  many  years  ago,  a  certain 
street  near  the  banks  of  old  Father  Thames  which 
may  be  described  as  being  one  of  the  most  modest 
and  retiring  little  streets  in  London. 

The  neighbourhood  around  that  street  was  em- 
phatically dirty  and  noisy.  There  were  powerful 
smells  of  tallow  and  tar  in  the  atmosphere,  suggestive 
of  shipping  and  commerce.  Narrow  lanes  opened 
off  the  main  street  affording  access  to  wharves  and 
warehouses,  and  presenting  at  their  termini  seg- 
mentary  views  of  ship's  hulls,  bowsprits,  and  booms 
with  a  background  of  muddy  water  and  smoke. 
There  were  courts  with  unglazed  windows  resem- 
bling doors,  and  massive  cranes  clinging  to  the 
walls.  There  were  yards  full  of  casks  and  barrels 
and  great  anchors  and  chains,  which  invaded  the 
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mud  of  the  river  as  far  as  was  consistent  with 
safety;  and  adventurous  little  warehouses,  which 
stood  on  piles,  up  to  the  knees,  as  it  were,  in  water, 
totally  regardless  of  appearances,  and  utterly  indif- 
ferent as  to  catching  cold.  As  regards  the  popula- 
tion of  this  locality,  rats  were,  perhaps,  in  excess  of 
human  beings;  and  it  might  have  been  observed 
that  the  former  were  particularly  frolicsome  and 
fearless. 

Farther  back,  on  the  landward  side  of  our  unob- 
trusive street,  commercial  and  nautical  elements 
were  more  mingled  with  things  appertaining  to 
domestic  life.  Elephantine  horses,  addicted  to  good 
living,  drew  through  the  narrow  streets  wagons  and 
vans  so  ponderous  and  gigantic  that  they  seemed  to 
crush  the  very  stones  over  which  they  rolled,  and 
ran  terrible  risk  of  sweeping  little  children  out  of 
the  upper  windows  of  the  houses.  In  unfavourable 
contrast  with  these,  donkeys,  of  the  most  meagre 
and  starved  aspect,  staggered  along  with  cartloads  of 
fusty  vegetables  and  dirty-looking  fish,  while  the 
vendors  thereof  howled  the  nature  and  value  of  their 
wares  with  deliberate  ferocity.  Low  pawnbrokers 
(chiefly  in  the  "slop"  line)  obtruded  their  seedy 
wares  from  doors  and  windows  half-way  across  the 
pavement,  as  if  to  tempt  the  naked ;  and  equally 
low  pastry-cooks  spread  forth  their  stale  viands  in 
ttnjjlazed  windows,  as  if  to  seduce  the  hungry. 
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Here  the  population  was  mixed  and  varied.  Busy 
men.  of  business  and  of  wealth,  porters  and  wagoners, 
clerks  and  warehousemen,  rubbed  shoulders  with 
poor  squalid  creatures,  men  and  women,  whose  busi- 
ness or  calling  no  one  knew  and  few  cared  to  know 
except  the  policeman  on  the  beat,  who,  with  stern 
suspicious  glances,  looked  upon  them  as  objects  of 
special  regard,  and  as  enemies ;  except,  also,  the 
earnest-faced  man  in  seedy  black  garments,  with 
a  large  Bible  (evidently)  in  his  pocket,  who  likewise 
looked  on  them  as  objects  of  special  regard,  and  as 
friends.  The  rats  were  much  more  circumspect  in 
this  locality.  They  were  what  the  Yankees  would 
call  uncommonly  "cute,"  and  much  too  deeply 
intent  on  business  to  indulge  in  play. 

In  the  lanes,  courts,  and  alleys  that  ran  still 
farther  back  into  the  great  hive,  there  was  an 
amount  of  squalor,  destitution,  violence,  sin,  and 
misery,  the  depth  of  which  was  known  only  to  the 
people  who  dwelt  there,  and  to  those  earnest-faced 
men  with  Bibles  who  made  it  their  work  to  cultivate 
green  spots  in  the  midst  of  such  unpromising  wastes, 
and  to  foster  the  growth  of  those  tender  and  beau- 
tiful flowers  which  sometimes  spring  and  flourish 
where,  to  judge  from  appearances,  one  might  be 
tempted  to  imagine  nothing  good  could  thrive. 
Here  also  there  were  rats,  and  cats  too,  besides  dogs 
of  many  kinds  ;  but  they  all  of  them  led  hard  lives 
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of  it,  and  few  appeared  to  think  much  of  enjoying 
themselves.  Existence  seemed  to  be  the  height  of 
their  ambition.  Even  the  kittens  were  depressed, 
and  sometimes  stopped  in  the  midst  of  a  faint 
attempt  at  play  to  look  round  with  a  scared  aspect, 
as  if  the  memory  of  kicks  and  blows  was  strong 
upon  them. 

The  whole  neighbourhood,  in  fact,  teemed  with 
sad  yet  interesting  sights  and  scenes,  and  with 
strange  violent  contrasts.  It  was  not  a  spot  which 
one  would  naturally  select  for  a  ramble  on  a  summer 
evening  after  dinner ;  nevertheless  it  was  a  locality 
where  time  might  have  been  profitably  spent,  where 
a  good  lesson  or  two  might  have  been  learned  by 
those  who  have  a  tendency  to  "  consider  the  poor." 

But  although  the  neighbourhood  was  dirty  and 
noisy,  our  modest  street,  which  was  at  that  time 
known  by  the  name  of  Redwharf  Lane,  was  compa- 
ratively clean  and  quiet  True,  the  smell  of  tallow 
and  tar  could  not  be  altogether  excluded,  neither 
could  the  noises ;  but  these  scents  and  sounds 
reached  it  in  a  mitigated  degree,  and  as  the  street 
was  not  a  thoroughfare,  few  people  entered  it,  except 
those  who  had  business  there,  or  those  who  had 
lost  their  way,  or  an  occasional  street  boy  of  an 
explorative  tendency ;  which  last,  on  finding  that  it 
'iras  a  quiet  spot,  invariably  entered  a  protest  against 
ouch  an  outrageous  idea  as  quietude  in  "the  City" 
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by  sending  up  a  series  of  hideous  yells,  and  retiring 
thereafter  precipitately. 

Here,  in  Eedwharf  Lane,  was  the  office  of  the  firm 
of  Denham,  Crumps,  and  Co. 

Mr.  Denham  stood  with  his  back  to  the  fire,  foi 
it  was  a  coldish  autumn  day,  with  his  coat-tails 
under  his  arms.  He  was  a  big  bald  man  of  five- 
and-forty,  with  self-importance  enough  for  a  man  of 
five-hundred-and-forty.  Mr.  Crumps  sat  in  a  small 
back-office,  working  so  diligently  that  one  might 
have  supposed  he  was  endeavouring  to  bring  up  the 
arrears  of  forty  years'  neglect,  and  had  pledged  him- 
self to  have  it  done  before  dinner.  He  was  particu- 
larly small,  excessively  thin,  very  humble,  rather 
deaf,  and  upwards  of  sixty.  Co.  had  died  of  lock- 
jaw two  years  previous  to  the  period  of  which  we 
write,  and  is  therefore  unworthy  of  farther  notice. 
A  confidential  clerk  had  taken,  and  still  retained 
his  place. 

Messrs.  Denham,  Crumps,  and  Co.  were  ship- 
owners. Eeport  said  that  they  were  rich,  but  report 
frequently  said  what  was  not  true  in  those  days. 
Whether  it  has  become  moie  truthful  in  the  present 
days,  remains  an  open  question.  There  can  be  no 
question,  however,  that  much  business  was  done  at 
the  office  in  Eedwharf  Lane,  and  that,  while  Denham 
lived  in  a  handsome  mansion  in  Russell  Square,  and 
Cramps  dwelt  in  a  aweet  cottage  in  Kensington, 
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Co,  had  kept  a  pony  phaeton,  and  had  died  in  a 
snug  little  villa  on  Hampstead  Heath, 

The  office  of  Denham,  Crumps,  and  Co.  was  small 
and  unpretending,  as  was  the  street  in  which  it 
stood.  There  was  a  small  green  door  with  a  small 
brass  plate  and  a  small  brass  knocker,  all  of  which, 
when  opened  by  their  attendant,  a  small  tiger  in 
blue,  with  buttons,  gave  admittance  to  a  small  pas- 
sage that  terminated  in  a  small  room.  This  was 
the  outer  office,  and  here  sat  the  four  clerks  of  the 
establishment  on  four  tall  stools,  writing  in  four 
monstrous  volumes,  as  furiously  as  if  they  were 
decayed  authors  whose  lives  depended  on  the  result. 
Their  salaries  did,  poor  fellows,  and  that  was  much 
the  same  thing ! 

A  glass  door,  with  scratches  here  and  there, 
through  which  the  head  of  the  firm  could  gaze 
unseen,  separated  "  the  office"  from  Denham's  room, 
and  a  wooden  door  separated  that  from  Crumps' 
room,  beyond  which  there  was  a  small  closet  or  cell 
which  had  been  Co.'s  room  before  that  gentleman 
died.  It  was  now  used  as  a  repository  for  ancient 
books  and  papers. 

"  Very  odd,"  said  Mr.  Denham,  and  as  he  said  so 
he  touched  a  small  silver  bell  that  stood  on  his 
writing-table. 

The  tiger  in  blue  and  buttons  instantly  appeared. 

*  Here,  Peekins,  post  these  letters.     Has  no  ony 
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called  this  afternoon ;  I  mean,  no  one  resembling  a 
sailor  ?" 

The  boy  in  blue  started,  and  his  face  became  very 
red. 

"Why,  what's  the  matter,  boy?  What  do  you 
mean  by  staring  at  me,  instead  of  answering  my 
question?" 

"  Please,  sir,"  stammered  Peekins  meekly,  "  I 
didn't  mean  no  'arm,  sir,  but  you  see,  sir,  his  face 
was  so  drefful  fierce,  and  he  looked  sich  a  wild — " 

"  Boy,  are  you  mad  ?"  interrupted  Mr.  Denham, 
advancing  and  seizing  the  tiger  by  his  blue  collar ; 
"  what  are  you  talking  about  ?  Now,  answer  my 
question  at  once,  else  111  shake  the  little  life  you 
have  out  of  your  body.  Did  any  sailor-like  man 
call  at  the  office  this  afternoon  ?" 

"  Oh,  sir,  yes,  sir, — I — I —  thought  he  was  drunk 
and  wouldn't  let  'im  in,  sir;  he's  bin  a  standin' 
stampin'  at  the  door  for  more  than — " 

'  The  end  of  the  sentence  was  cut  short  by  Mr. 
Denham  suddenly  ejecting  the  boy  from  the  room 
and  shouting,  "  Let  him  in  !" 

In  a  few  seconds  a  heavy  tread  was  heard  in  the 
outer  office,  and  the  boy  ushered  in  a  tall  young 
man,  of  unusually  large  proportions,  with  extremely 
broad  shoulders,  and  apparently  about  twenty-three 
years  of  age,  whose  rough  pilot-coat,  wide  panta- 
loons, and  glazed  hat  bespoke  him  a  sailor.  His 
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countenance  was  flushed,  and  an  angry  frown  con- 
tracted his  brow  as  he  strode  into  the  room,  pulled 
off  his  hat  and  stood  before  the  head  of  the  house 
of  Denham,  Crumps,  and  Co. 

"  I  beg  pardon,  sir,"  began  the  sailor,  somewhat 
sharply,  yet  without  disrespect,  "  when  I  am  asked 
to  come — " 

"  Yes,  yes,  Bax,"  interposed  Mr.  Denham,  "  I  know 
what  you  would  say.  Pray  calm  yoursel£  It  is  a 
pity  you  should  have  been  kept  waiting  outside,  but 
the  fact  is  that  my  boy  is  a  new  one,  and  appar- 
ently he  is  destitute  of  common  sense.  Sit  down. 
I  sent  for  you  to  say  that  I  wish  you  to  take  the 
'  Nancy'  to  Liverpool.  You  will  be  ready  to  start 
at  once,  no  doubt — " 

"  Before  the  schooner  is  overhauled  ?"  inquired 
Bax,  in  surprise. 

"  Of  course,"  said  Denham,  stiffly ;  "  I  see  no  occa- 
sion for  another  overhaul.  That  schooner  will  cost 
us  more  than  she  is  worth  if  we  go  on  repairing  at 
the  rate  we  have  been  doing  the  last  two  years." 

"  She  needs  it  all,  sir,"  rejoined  Bax,  earnestly. 
"  The  fact  is,  Mr.  Denham,  I  feel  it  to  be  my  duty  to 
tell  you  that  there  ain't  a  sound  plank  or  timber  in 
her  from  stem  to  stern,  and  I'm  pretty  sure  that  if 
ihe  costs  you  money,  she's  likely  to  cost  me  and  the 
men  aboard  of  her  our  lives.  I  strongly  advise  you 
to  strike  her  off  the  books,  and  get  a  new  one  " 
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"  Mr.  Bax,"  said  Denham,  pompously,  "  you  are 
too  young  a  man  to  offer  your  advice  unless  it  is 
asked.  I  believe  the  engineer  employed  by  me  to 
examine  into  the  condition  of  my  vessels  is  quite 
competent  to  judge  in  these  matters,  and  I  have 
unbounded  confidence  in  him.  When  I  placed  you 
in  command  of  the  '  Nancy,'  I  meant  you  to  navi  - 
gate,  not  to  criticise  her ;  but  if  you  are  afraid  to 
venture — " 

"  Afraid  !"  cried  the  young  sailor,  reddening.  "  Is 
anxiety  about  the  lives  of  your  men  and  the  safety 
of  your  property  to  be  called  fear  ?  I  am  willing  to 
sail  in  the  '  Nancy'  as  long  as  a  plank  of  her  will 
hold  to  her  ribs,  but — " 

Bax  paused  and  bit  his  lip,  as  if  to  keep  back 
words  which  had  better  not  be  spoken. 

"  Well,  then,"  rejoined  Mr.  Denham,  affecting  to 
disregard  the  pause,  "  let  me  hear  no  more  about 
repairs.  When  these  require  to  be  done,  they  shall 
be  done.  Meanwhile,  go  and  make  preparation  to 
sail  by  the  morning  tide,  which  serves  about —  what 
hour,  think  you  ?" 

"  Flood  at  half  after  six,"  said  Bax,  curtly. 

"  Very  well,  come  up  here  at  half-past  five,  one  of 
the  clerks  will  see  you.  You  will  have  to  run  down 
to  Dover  in  the  first  place,  and  when  there  my 
agent  will  give  you  further  instructions.  Good 
afternoon  i" 
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Bax  rose  and  quitted  the  room  with  a  stern  "  Good 
day,  sir." 

As  he  passed  through  the  outer  office  he  was 
arrested  by  one  of  the  clerks  laying  a  hand  on  his 
shoulder. 

"Well,  Mr.  Foster,"  said  Bax,  a  bright  smile 
chasing  the  frown  from  his  face,  "  it  seems  we're 
to  swim  if  we  can,  or  sink  if  we  can't  this  winter ; 
— but  what  want  ye  with  me  ?" 

"  You  are  to  call  me  Guy,  not  Mister  Foster,"  said 
the  lad,  gaily.  "  I  want  to  know  where  you  are  to 
be  found  after  six  this  evening." 

"  At  the  'Three  Jolly  Tars/ "  answered  Bax,  clap- 
ping on  his  glazed  hat 

«  All  right,  IT!  look  you  up.     Good-day  !" 

"  Guy  Foster,"  shouted  Mr.  Denham  from  the 
inner  room. 

"  Yes,  uncle,"  and  in  another  moment  the  youth 
was  standing,  pen  in  hand,  in  the  august  presence 
of  his  relative,  who  regarded  him  with  a  cold  stare 
of  displeasure. 

There  could  scarcely  have  been  conceived  a 
stronger  contrast  in  nature  than  that  which  existed 
between  the  starched,  proud,  and  portly  uncle,  and 
the  tall,  handsome,  and  hearty  young  nephew,  whose 
age  was  scarcely  twenty  years. 

"  How  often  am  I  to  tell  you,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Den- 
ham,  "that  'yea,  uncle,'  is  much  too  familiar  and 
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unbusiiiess-like  a  phrase  to  be  used  in  this  office  in 
the  hearing  of  your  fellow-clerks  ?" 

"  I  beg  pardon,  uncle,  I'm  sure  I  had  no  inten- 
tion of—" 

"  There,  that  will  do,  I  want  no  apology,  I  want 
obedience  and  attention  to  my  expressed  wishes.  I 
suppose  that  you  expect  to  get  away  for  a  few  days' 
holiday  ?" 

"  Well,  unc — ,  sir,  I  mean,  if  it  is  quite  convenient 
I  should—" 

"It  is  not  quite  convenient,"  interrupted  the 
uncle.  "  It  cannot  possibly,  at  any  time,  be  con- 
venient to  dispense  with  the  services  of  a  clerk  in  a 
house  where  no  supernumeraries  are  kept  to  talk 
slang  and  read  the  newspapers.  I  see  no  reason 
whatever  in  young  men  in  ordinary  health  expecting, 
as  a  right,  two  or  three  weeks'  leave  each  year  without 
deduction  of  salary.  /  never  go  to  the  country  or  to 
the  sea-side  from  one  year's  end  to  the  other." 

"You'd  be  much  the  better  for  it  if  you  did, 
uncle,"  interposed  Guy. 

"  That,  sir,"  retorted  Denham  with  emphasis,  "  is 
your  opinion,  and  you  will  allow  me  to  say  that  it 
is  erroneous,  as  most  of  your  opinions,  I  am  sorry  to 
find,  are.  7  find  that  no  change  is  necessary  for  my 
health.  I  am  in  better  condition  than  many  who  go 
to  Margate  every  summer.  I  thrive  on  town  aiij 
air,  and  on  city  life." 
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There  was  much  truth  in  these  observations.  The 
worthy  merchant  did  indeed  seem  to  enjoy  robust 
health,  and  there  could  be  no  question  that,  as  far 
as  physical  appeal ances  went,  he  did  thrive  on  high 
living,  foul  air,  and  coining  money.  Tallow  and  tar 
sent  forth  delicioos  odours  to  him,  and  thick  smoke 
was  pleasant  to  his  nostrils,  for  he  dealt  largely  in 
coal,  and  all  of  these,  with  many  kindred  substances, 
were  productive  of  the  one  great  end  and  object  of 
his  life — gold. 

"However,"  pursued  Mr.  Denham,  leaning  back 
on  the  mantle-piece,  "  as  the  tyrannical  customs  of 
society  cannot  be  altogether  set  at  nought,  I  suppose 
I  must  let  you  go." 

"  Thank  you,  unc —  sir,"  said  Guy,  who,  having 
been  chained  to  the  desk  in  the  office  of  Redwharf 
Lane  for  the  last  eleven  months,  felt  his  young  heart 
bounding  wildly  within  him  at  the  prospect  of  visit- 
ing, even  for  a  brief  period,  his  mother's  cottage  on 
the  coast  of  Kent. 

"  You  have  no  occasion  to  thank  me"  retorted  Mr. 
Denhain ;  "  you  are  indebted  entirely  to  the  tyran- 
nical customs  and  expectations  of  society  for  the 
permission.  Good-bye,  you  may  convey  my  respects 
to  your  mother." 

"  I  will,  sir." 

"  Have  you  anything  further  to  say?"  asked  Mr. 
Denham,  observing  that  the  youth  stood  looking 
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perplexedly  at  the  ground,  and  twirling  his  watch- 
key. 

"  Yes,  uncle,  I  have,"  answered  Guy,  plucking  up 
courage.  "  The  fact  is — that  is  to  say — you  know 
that  wrecks  are  very  common  off  the  coast  of 
Kent" 

"Certainly,  I  do,"  said  Denham  with  a  frown, 
*  I  have  bitter  cause  to  know  that.  The  loss  occa- 
sioned by  the  wreck  of  the  '  Sea-gull'  last  winter 
was  very  severe  indeed.  The  subject  is  not  a 
pleasant  one  ;  have  you  any  good  reason  for  allud- 
ing to  it  T 

"  I  have,  uncle ;  as  you  say,  the  loss  of  the  '  Sea- 
gull1 was  severe,  for,  besides  the  loss  of  a  fine  vessel 
and  a  rich  cargo,  there  was  the  infinitely  more  ter- 
rible loss  of  the  lives  of  twenty-two  human  beings." 

As  Mr.  Denham  had  not  happened  to  think  of  the 
loss  of  life  that  occurred  on  the  occasion,  and  had  re- 
ferred solely  to  the  loss  of  ship  and  cargo,  which,  by 
a  flagrant  oversight  on  the  part  of  one  of  his  clerks, 
had  not  been  insured ;  he  made  no  rejoinder,  and 
Guy,  after  a  moment's  pause,  went  on — 

"  The  effect  of  this  calamity  was  so  powerful  on 
the  minds  of  the  people  of  Deal  and  Walmer,  near 
which  the  wreck  took  place,  that  a  public  meeting 
was  called,  and  a  proposal  made  that  a  lifeboat 
should  be  established  there." 

"  Well  r  said  Mr.  Denham. 
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"  Well,"  continued  the  youth,  "  my  mother  gave  a 
subscription;  but  being  poor  she  could  not  give  much." 

"  Well,  well,"  said  Mr.  Denham  impatiently. 

"  And — and  /  gave  a  little,  a  very  little,  towards 
it  too,"  said  Guy. 

"  Your  salary  is  not  large  ;  it  was  very  foolish  of 
you  to  waste  your  money  in  this  way." 

"Waste  it,  uncle!" 

"  Come,  sir,  what  does  all  this  tend  to  ?"  said  Den- 
ham  sternly. 

"I  thought — I  hoped — indeed  I  felt  assured," 
said  Guy  earnestly,  "  that  you  would  give  something 
towards  this  good  object — " 

"Oh,  did  you?"  said  the  merchant,  cutting  him 
short ;  "  then,  sir,  allow  me  to  say  that  you  were 
never  more  mistaken  in  your  life.  I  never  give 
money  in  charity.  I  believe  it  to  be  a  false  prin- 
ciple, which  tends  to  the  increase  of  beggars  and 
criminals.  You  can  go,  now." 

"  But  consider,  uncle,"  entreated  Guy,  "  this  is 
no  ordinary  charity.  A  lifeboat  there  might  be  the 
means  of  saving  hundreds  of  lives  ;  and  oh  !  if  you 
could  have  seen,  as  I  did,  the  despairing  faces  of 
these  poor  people  as  they  clung  to  the  rigging 
scarcely  a  stone's-cast  from  the  shore,  on  which  the 
waves  beat  so  furiously  that  no  boat  except  a  life- 
boat oould  have  lived  for  a  moment ;  if  you  could 
have  heard,  as  I  did,  the  wild  shriek  of  despair  as 
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the  masts  went  by  the  board,  and  plunged  every 
living  soul  into  the  raging  sea,  I  am  certain  that 
you  would  gladly  give  a  hundred  pounds  or  more 
towards  this  philanthropic  object" 

"  Nephew,"  said  Denham,  "  I  will  not  give  a  six- 
pence. Your  inexperience  and  enthusiasm  lead  you 
astray,  sir,  in  this  matter.  Lifeboats  are  capable 
of  being  upset  as  well  as  ordinary  boats,  and  there 
are  cases  on  record  in  which  the  crews  of  them  have 
been  drowned  as  well  as  the  people  whom  they 
recklessly  went  out  to  save.  My  opinion  is,  that 
persons  who  devote  themselves  to  a  sea-faring  life 
must  make  up  their  minds  to  the  chances  and  risks 
attending  such  a  life.  Now  you  have  my  answer — 
good-bye,  and  give  my  best  regards  to  my  sister.  I 
will  expect  you  back  next  Saturday  week." 

"  I  have  still  another  favour  to  ask,  sir,"  said  Guy, 
after  some  hesitation. 

"  Has  it  anything  to  do  with  what  you  are  pleased 
to  term  a  philanthropic  object  ?" 

"  It  has." 

"  Then,"  said  Mr.  Denham,  "  save  me  the  trouble 
of  refusing,  and  yourself  the  pain  of  a  refusal,  by 
holding  your  tongue, — and  retiring." 

Guy  coloured,  and  was  about  to  turn  away  in  dis- 
gust, but,  repressing  his  indignation  by  a  powerful 
effort,  he  advanced  with  a  cheerful  countenance,  and 
held  out  his  hand 
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*  Well,  good-bye,  uncle.  If  ever  yon  go  to  the 
coast,  and  happen  to  see  a  storm  and  a  shipwreck, 
you'll  change  your  mind,  I  think,  in  regard  to  this 
matter." 

Mr.  Denham  did  go  to  the  coast,  and  did  see  a 
storm  and  a  shipwreck,  but  whether  this  prediction 
ever  came  true  is  a  point  that  shall  not  be  revealed 
at  this  part  of  our  narrative. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

HI  WHICH  MOM  IMPORTANT  PERSONAGES  AM  INTRODUCED,  AND  DIB- 
PLAT  THEIR  CHARACTERS  BT  THEIR  ACTIONS  MORK  OB  LESS. 

THE  "Three  Jolly  Tars"  was  one  of  those  low 
taverns  where  seamen  were  wont  to  congregate — 
not  because  it  was  a  low  tavern,  but  because  there 
was  no  other  sort  of  tavern — high  or  low — in  that 
neighbourhood. 

The  world  (that  is  to  say,  the  delicately-nurtured 
and  carefully-tended  world)  is  apt  to  form  erroneous 
opinions  in  regard  to  low  taverns,  and  degradation, 
and  sin  in  general, — arising  from  partial  ignorance 
and  absolute  inexperience,  which  it  is  important 
that  we  should  correct  in  order  that  the  characters 
of  our  story  may  not  be  falsely  judged.  God  forbid 
that  it  should  be  for  a  moment  supposed  that  we 
have  a  word  to  say  in  favour  of  low  taverns.  Oui 
aim  just  now  is,  not  to  consider  these,  but,  to  con- 
vince the  reader,  if  possible,  that  every  man  who 
enters  one  of  them  is  not  necessarily  a  lost  01 
utterly  depraved  creature. 

B 
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It  is  undoubtedly  true  that  these  low  taverns  are 
moral  pig-styes.  Nay,  we  owe  an  apology  to  the 
pigs  for  the  comparison.  Styes  appear  to  be  places 
of  abode  suited  to  the  nature  and  tastes  of  their 
occupants,  and  the  grumps  who  inhabit  them  seem 
not  only  to  rejoice  in  them  (for  this  alone  would  be 
no  argument,  inasmuch  as  the  same  may  be  affirmed 
of  men  who  rejoice  in  low  taverns),  but  to  be  utterly 
incapable  of  higher  enjoyment  out  of  them.  Let  a 
pig  out  of  his  stye,  afford  him  every  conceivable 
opportunity  of  intellectual  and  physical  improve- 
ment, and  he  will  carefully  search  out  the  nearest 
mudhole — unhappy  until  he  finds  it — will  thrust  not 
only  his  nose  but  his  body  into  it,  and  will  find 
supreme  enjoyment  in  wallowing  in  the  mire ;  and 
no  blame  to  him  for  this;  he  is  grumpish  by  na- 
ture. Yes,  a  low  tavern  is  beneath  the  level  of  a 
pig-stye ! 

Nevertheless,  as  it  is  possible  that,  for  a  time, 
man  may,  through  sin,  or  circumstances,  or  both,  be 
reduced  to  such  a  condition  as  to  take  shelter  in  a 
pig-stye,  without  exposing  himself  to  the  charge  of 
being  a  pig ;  so,  it  is  possible  that  a  man  may  fre- 
quent a  low  tavern,  not  without  detriment,  but,  with- 
out becoming  thereby  worthy  of  being  classed  with 
the  lowest  of  the  low.  Do  not  misunderstand  us, 
gentle  reader.  We  do  not  wish  in  the  slightest  de- 
gree to  palliate  the  coarse  laniiuage,  the  debasement, 
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the  harsh  villany,  which  shock  the  virtuous  when 
visiting  the  haunts  of  poverty.  Our  simple  desire 
is  to  assure  the  sceptical  that  goodness  and  truth 
are  sometimes  found  in  strange  questionable  places, 
although  it  is  undoubtedly  true  that  they  do  not 
deliberately  search  out  such  places  for  an  abode,  but 
prefer  a  pure  atmosphere  and  pleasant  companion- 
ship if  they  can  get  it 

It  must  not  be  supposed,  then,  that  our  friend 
John  Bax — sometimes  called  "captain,"  sometimes 
"  skipper,"  not  unfrequently  "  mister,"  but  most 
commonly  "  Bax,"  without  any  modification — was 
a  hopeless  castaway,  because  he  was  found  by  his 
friend  Guy  Foster  in  a  room  full  of  careless  foul- 
mouthed  seamen,  eating  his  bread  and  cheese  and 
drinking  his  beer  in  an  atmosphere  so  impregnated 
with  tobacco-smoke  that  he  could  scarcely  see,  and 
so  redolent  of  gin  that  he  could  scarcely  smell  the 
smoke ! 

In  those  days  there  were  not  so  many  sailors' 
homes  and  temperance  coffeehouses  as  there  are 
now.  In  the  locality  about  which  we  write  there 
were  none.  If  Jack  wanted  his  lunch  or  his  dinner 
he  found  the  low  tavern  almost  the  only  place  in 
which  he  could  get  it  comfortably.  Tobacco  smoke 
was  no  objection  to  him  ; — he  rather  liked  it  Swear- 
ing did  not  shock  him ; — he  was  used  to  it  Gentle 
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folk  are  apt  to  err  here  too.  Being  shocked  at  gross 
sin  does  not  necessarily  imply  goodness  of  heart ;  it 
implies  nothing  more  than  the  being  unused  to  wit- 
ness gross  sin.  Goodness  of  heart  may  go  along 
with  this  capacity  of  being  shocked,  so,  equally, 
may  badness  of  heart ;  but  neither  of  them  is  im- 
plied by  it. 

What  a  grand  thing  is  truth— simple  abstract 
truth !  and  yet  how  little  do  we  appreciate  it  in 
regard  to  the  inconceivably  important  matter  of 
reasoning.  We  analyse  our  chemicals  and  subject 
them  to  the  severest  tests  in  order  to  ascertain  their 
true  properties ; — truth  is  all  we  aim  at ;  but  how 
many  of  us  can  say  that  we  analyse  our  thoughts 
and  subject  our  reasoning  to  the  test  of  logic  in 
order  simply  to  ascertain  the  truth  ? 

"Smoke  for  ever!  I  say,  Bill,  open  that  there 
port  a  bit,  else  we'll  be  choked,"  cried  a  stentorian 
voice,  as  Guy  entered  the  little  apartment,  where 
some  dozen  of  noisy  sailors  were  creating  the  cloud, 
which  was  a  little  too  strong  for  them. 

For  some  moments  Guy  glanced  round  inquir- 
ingly, unable  to  pierce  the  dim  curtain  that 
enshrouded  everything,  as  with  a  veil  of  dirty 
gauze. 

"  Lost  your  reckoning,  I  guess,"  drawled  a  Yankee 
skipper. 
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"  Never  mind,  let  go  your  anchor,  my  lad," 
cried  a  voice  from  the  densest  quarter  of  the 
smoke,  "it's  not  a  bad  berth,  and  good  holdin' 
ground." 

"What'll  you  take  to  drink,  my  boy,  supposin* 
you  gits  the  offer?"  inquired  another  man,  giving 
him  a  facetious  poke  in  the  ribs. 

"  Is  John  Bax  here?"  inquired  Guy. 

"  Hallo,  messmate — here  you  are,  port  your  helm 
and  heave  a-head — steady  I  rocks  to  leeward  ;  star- 
board hard  !  ah,  I  knew  you'd  never  clear  these 
rocks  without  touchin',"  said  Bax,  as  his  young 
friend  tripped  over  three  or  four  spittoons,  and 
plunged  into  the  corner  from  which  the  sailor's  deep 
bass  voice  issued.  "There  now,  sit  down;  what '11 
you  have  ?" 

"  Nothing,  Bax  ;  what  a  horrible  hole  to  feed  in ! 
Couldn't  you  come  out  and  talk  with  me  in  the 
fresh  air  ?" 

It  must  have  indeed  been  a  wonderfully  impure 
place  when  Guy  could  venture  by  contrast  to  speak 
of  the  air  outside  as  being  fresh. 

"  Couldn't  do  it,  my  lad,"  replied  Bax,  with  his 
mouth  full  "  I  haven't  had  a  bit  since  six  o'clock 
this  morning,  and  I'm  only  half  through." 

The  fact  was  evident,  for  a  large  plate  of  biscuit 
and  cheese  stood  on  the  small  table  before  the  sea- 
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man,  with  a  tumbler  of  hot  gin  and  water.  So  Qny 
sat  down,  and,  observing  that  the  waiter  stood  at  his 
elbow,  ordered  half  a  pint  of  stout  Guy  did  not 
drink  spirits,  but  he  had  no  objection  to  beer,  so  he 
took  occasion  to  remonstrate  with  Bax  on  his  ten- 
dency to  drink  gin,  and  recommended  beer  instead, 
as  it  would  "  do  him  more  good."  It  did  not  occur 
to  Guy  that  a  young  man  in  robust  health  does  not 
require  physical  good  to  be  done  to  him  at  all, 
beyond  what  food,  and  rest,  and  exercise  can  achieve, 
and  that,  therefore,  artificial  stimulant  of  any  kind 
is  unnecessary ! 

"Skipper  ahoy!"  shouted  a  gruff  voice  in  the 
doorway. 

"  Ay,  ay !"  cried  several  of  the  party  in  reply. 

"  Is  John  Bax  in  this  here  port !" 

"  Here  you  are,"  replied  the  man  in  request, 
*  port  your  helm,  old  boy !  rocks  on  the  lee  bow, 
look  out !" 

"Steady,  so,"  said  a  fat  burly  seaman,  as  he 
steered  in  obedience  to  these  sailing  directions,  and 
finally  "  cast  anchor"  beside  our  two  friends. 

"How  are  ye,  Captain  Bluenose?"  said  Bax, 
holding  out  his  hand. 

"  Same  to  you,  lad,"  replied  the  Captain,  seizing 
the  offered  hand  in  his  own  enormous  fist,  which 
was  knotty  and  fleshy,  seamed  with  old  cuts  and 
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scars,  and  stained  with  tar.  "  Hallo  !  Guy,  is  this 
you?"  he  added,  turning  suddenly  to  the  youth. 
"  Why,  who'd  'a  thought  to  see  you  here  ?  I  do 
b'lieve  I  han't  seen  ye  since  the  last  time  down  at 
the  coast.  But,  I  say,  Guy,  my  boy,  you  han't  took 
to  drinkin',  have  ye  ?" 

"  No,  Captain,"  said  Guy,  with  a  smile,  "  nothing 
stronger  than  beer,  and  not  much  of  that.  I  merely 
came  here  to  meet  Bax." 

Captain  Bluenose — whose  name,  by  the  way,  had 
no  reference  to  his  nose,  for  that  was  small  and  red 
— scratched  his  chin  and  stared  into  vacancy,  as  if 
he  were  meditating. 

"  Why,  boy,"  he  said  at  length,  "  seems  to  me  as 
if  you'd  as  good  cause  to  suspec'  me  of  drinkin'  as 
I  have  to  suspec'  you,  'cause  we're  both  here,  d'ye 
see?  Howsever,  I've  been  cruisin'  after  the  same 
craft,  an'  so  we've  met,  d'ye  see,  an'  that's  nat'ral, 
so  it  is." 

"  Well,  and  now  you  have  found  me,  what  d'ye 
want  with  me  V  said  Bax,  finishing  the  bread  and 
cheese,  and  applying  to  the  gin  and  water. 

"Shipmet,  I'm  goin'  home,  and  wants  a  berth 
a-board  the  Nancy,"  said  Bluenose. 

"  Couldn't  do  it,  Captain,"  said  Bax,  shaking  his 
head,  "  'gainst  rules." 

"  I'll  go  as  a  hextra  hand — a  suppernummerary," 
urged  the  Captain. 
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"  Why,  Captain,"  said  Guy,  "  is  it  not  strange  that 
I  should  have  come  here  to  make  the  very  same 
request?  Come,  Bax,  you're  a  good  fellow,  and  will 
take  us  both.  I  will  guarantee  that  my  uncle  will 
not  find  fault  with  you." 

"Ah,  that  alters  the  case,"  said  Bax,  "if  you 
choose  to  take  the  responsibility  on  your  own 
shoulders,  Guy,  you're  welcome  to  the  best  berth 
a-board  the  old  Nancy.  D'ye  know,  I've  a  fond- 
ness for  that  old  craft,  though  she  is  about  as  un- 
seaworthy  a  schooner  as  sails  out  o'  the  port  of 
London.  You  see,  she's  the  only  craft  bigger  than 
a  Deal  lugger  that  I  ever  had  command  o£  She's 
my  first  love,  is  the  old  Nancy,  and  I  hope  we  won't 
have  to  part  for  many  a  day." 

*  Quite  right,  young  man,"  said  Captain  Bluenose, 
nodding  his  head  approvingly,  and  filling  his  pipe 
from  a  supply  of  tobacco  he  always  carried  in  the 
right  pocket  of  his  capacious  blue  waistcoat.  The 
Captain  gazed  with  a  look  of  grave  solemnity  in  the 
manly  countenance  of  the  young  sailor,  for  whom 
he  entertained  feelings  of  unbounded  admiration. 
He  had  dandled  Bax  on  his  knee  when  he  was 
a  baby,  had  taught  him  to  make  boats  and  to 
swim  and  row  when  he  became  a  boy,  and  had 
sailed  with  him  many  a  time  in  the  same  lugger 
when  they  put  off  in  wild  storms  to  rescue  lives  or 
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property  from  ships  wrecked  on  the  famous  Goodwin 
Sands. 

"  Quite  right,  young  man,"  repeated  the  Captain, 
as  he  lighted  his  pipe,  "  your  sentiments  does  you 
credit  Wen  a  man's  got  his  first  love,  d'ye  see, 
an'  finds  as  how  she's  all  trim  and  ship-shape, 
and  taut,  and  well  ballasted,  and  all  that  sort  o' 
thing,  stick  to  her  to  the  last,  through  thick  and 
thin.  That's  wot  I  say,  d'ye  see?  There's  no  two 
ways  about  it,  for  wot's  right  can't  be  wrong.  If  it 
can,  show  me  how,  and  then  I'll  knock  under,  but 
not  before." 

"  Certainly  not,  Captain,"  cried  Bax,  laughing, 
"  never  give  in — that's  my  motto." 

"  There,"  said  Bluenose,  gravely,  "  you're  wrong — 
'cause  why  ?  you're  not  right,  an*  w'en  a  man's  not 
right  he  ought  always  to  give  in." 

"  But  how  is  a  fellow  to  know  when  he's  right 
and  when  he's  wrong  ?"  asked  Bax, 

"  Con-sideration,"  said  Bluenose. 

"Bravo!  Captain,"  cried  Guy,  with  a  laugh,  "if 
it  be  true  that '  brevity  is  the  soul  of  wit,'  you  must 
be  the  wittiest  fellow  on  Deal  beach." 

"  I  dun-know,"  retorted  the  Captain,  slowly, 
"whether  it's  the  soul  or  the  body  o'  wit,  an'  wot's 
more,  I  don't  care ;  but  it 's  a  fact,  d'ye  see,  that 
consideration  11  do  it;  leastwise,  if  consideration 
won't,  nothin'  will  See  now,  here  it  is — (he  be- 
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came  very  earnest  at  this  point), — w'en  a  thing 
puzzles  people,  wot  does  people  do?  why,  they 
begins  right  off  to  talk  about  it,  an'  state  their 
opinions  afore  they  han't  got  no  opinions  to  state. 
P'raps  they  takes  the  puzzler  up  by  the  middle  an' 
talks  wild  about  that  part  of  it ;  then  they  give  a 
look  at  the  end  of  it,  an'  mayhap  they'll  come  back 
and  glance  at  the  beginnin',  mayhap  they  won't, 
and  then  they'll  tell  you  as  grave  as  owls  that 
they've  made  up  their  minds  about  it,  and  so  nail 
their  colours  to  the  mast." 

At  this  stage  in  the  elucidation  of  the  knotty 
point,  Bluenose  observed  that  his  pipe  was  going 
out,  so  he  paused,  pulled  at  it  vigorously  for  a  few 
seconds,  and  then  resumed  his  discourse. 

"Now,  lads,  wot  ought  you  for  to  do  w'en  you've 
got  hold  of  a  puzzler?  Why,  you  ought  to  sit 
down  and  consider  of  it,  which  means  you  should 
begin  at  the  beginnin';  an'  let  me  tell  you,  it's 
harder  to  find  the  beginnin'  of  a  puzzler  than 
p'raps  you  suppose.  Havin'  found  the  beginnin', 
you  should  look  at  it  well,  and  then  go  on  lookin', 
inch  by  inch,  and  fut  by  fut,  till  you  comes  to  the 
end  of  it ;  then  look  it  back,  oncommon  slow,  to  the 
beginnin'  again,  after  which  turn  it  outside  in,  or 
inside  out, — it  don't  much  matter  which  way, — and 
go  it  all  over  once  more;  after  which  cram  your 
knuckles  into  yer  two  eyes,  an'  sit  for  half-an-hour 
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(or  three-quarters,  if  if  s  tremendous  deep)  without 
movin'.  If  that  don't  do,  and  you  han't  got  time  to 
try  it  over  again,  give  in  at  once,  an'  haul  your 
colours  down ;  but  on  no  occasion  wotiver  nail  them 
to  the  mast, — 'xceptin'  always,  w'en  you're  cock-sure 
that  you're  right,  for  then,  of  coorse,  ye  can't  go  far 
wrong." 

This  little  touch  of  philosophy  convinced  Bax 
that  if  he  did  not  wish  to  sit  there  half  the  night, 
the  sooner  he  changed  the  subject  the  better,  so  he 
called  the  waiter  and  paid  his  bill,  saying  to  his 
companions  that  it  was  time  to  go  aboard  if  they 
wanted  a  snooze  before  tripping  the  anchor. 

"  What  have  you  had,  sir  ?"  said  the  waiter,  turn- 
ing to  Bluenose. 

The  man  said  this  with  a  sneer,  for  he  knew  that 
the  Captain  had  taken  nothing  since  he  entered  the 
house,  and  was  aware,  moreover,  that  he  was  a 
water-drinker. 

"I've  had  nothinV  replied  the  Captain,  "nor 
don't  want  any,  thank  ee." 

"  Oh !  beg  pardon,  sir,"  the  waiter  bowed  and 
retired  impressively. 

"  The  house  couldn't  keep  goin'  long  with  some 
customers,"  stammered  a  rough-looking,  half-tipsy 
fellow  who  had  overheard  these  remarks. 

"  Might  do  something  for  the  good  of  the  house," 
said  another,  who  was  equally  drunk. 
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"  Who  bade  you  put  in  your  oar?"  cried  the  first 
speaker  fiercely,  for  he  had  reached  that  condition  of 
intoxication  which  is  well  known  as  the  fighting 
stage.  The  other  man  was  quite  ready  to  humour 
him,  so,  almost  before  one  could  understand  what 
had  been  said,  a  savage  blow  was  given  and  returned 
oaths  and  curses  followed,  and  in  two  seconds  one 
of  the  combatants  had  his  opponent  by  the  throat 
threw  him  on  his  back,  with  his  neck  over  the 
fender  and  his  head  thrust  into  the  ashes. 

Instantly  the  room  was  a  scene  of  wild  confusion, 
as  some  of  the  friends  of  both  men  endeavoured  to 
separate  them,  while  others  roared  in  drunken  glee 
to  "  let  'em  have  fair  play,  and  fight  it  out." 

The  result  of  this  quarrel  might  have  been  serious 
had  not  Bax  thrust  the  yelling  crowd  aside,  and, 
exerting  to  the  utmost  the  extraordinary  muscular 
power  with  which  he  had  been  endowed,  tore  the 
combatants  asunder  by  main  force,  and  hurled  them 
violently  to  opposite  sides  of  the  room. 

"Shame  on  you,  lads,"  said  he,  "can  you  not 
drink  your  grog  without  quarrelling  about  nothing  ?* 

The  towering  size  and  the  indignant  look  of  Bax, 
as  he  said  this,  were  sufficient  to  quell  the  disturb- 
ance, although  some  of  the  more  irascible  spirits 
could  not  refrain  from  grumbling  about  interference, 
and  the  Yankee  roundly  asserted  that  "  before  he'd 
go  into  a  public,  and  sit  down  and  smoke  his  pipe 
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without  doin'  somethin'  for  the  good  o'  the  'ouse, 
he'd  like  to  see  himself  chawed  up  pretty  slick,  he 
would." 

"  Waiter  a-hoy  ! "    shouted   Captain    Bluenose 
sternly,  on  hearing  this. 

"  Yes-sir." 

"Bring  me  a  tumbler  o'  gin  and  a  pot  o'  cold 
water" 

"Tumler-o'-gin-sir-an'-a-por-o'-col'  wa'r,  sir? 
Yes-sir." 

The  waiter  stopped  suddenly  and  turned  back. 

"  Mixed,  sir  ?" 

"No,  not  mixed,  sir,"  replied  Bluenose,  with  a 
look  and  tone  of  withering  sarcasm ;  "  contrairy- 
wise,  wery  much  separated." 

When  the  gin  and  water  were  placed  on  the  table, 
the  Captain  quietly  took  up  the  former  and  cast  it, 
glass  and  all,  under  the  grate,  after  which  he  raised 
the  pot  of  water  to  his  lips,  and,  looking  round  on 
the  company  with  a  bland  smile,  said : — 

"There,  I've  took  somethin'  for  the  good  of  the 
house,  and  now,  lads,  I'll  drink  to  your  better  health 
and  happiness  in  my  favourite  tipple,  the  wich  I 
heartily  recommend  to  you." 

Bluenose  drained  the  pot,  flung  a  half-crown  on 
the  table,  and  swaggered  out  of  the  house  with 
his  hands  deep  in  the  pockets  of  his  rough  pea- 
jacket 
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The  fact  was  that  the  worthy  captain  felt  aggrieved, 
and  his  spirit  was  somewhat  ruffled  at  the  idea  of 
being  expected  to  drink  in  a  house  where  he  had 
oftentimes,  for  years  past,  regaled  himself  with,  and 
expended  his  money  upon,  bread  and  cheese  and 
ginger-beer ! 
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CHAPTER  IIL 

IN   WHICH  THE  INTRODUCTION  OF  IMPOBTANT   PER80NAQK8  IB 
CONTINUED,  IN  BATHKB  EXOITma  CIRCUMSTANCES. 

"WHERE  away's  the  boat,  lad?"  said  Captain 
Bluenose  to  Bax,  on  recovering  his  equanimity. 

"  Close  at  hand ;  mind  the  fluke  of  that  anchor. 
The  owner  of  this  spot  should  be  put  in  limbo  for 
settin'  man-traps.  Have  a  care  of  your  shins,  Guy ; 
it's  difficult  navigation  here  on  a  dark  night." 

"  All  right,  Bax,"  replied  Guy ;  "  I'll  keep  close 
in  your  wake,  so  if  you  capsize  we  shall  at  least 
have  the  comfort  of  foundering  together." 

The  place  through  which  the  three  friends  were 
groping  their  way  was  that  low  locality  of  mud  and 
old  stores,  which  forms  the  border  region  between 
land  and  water,  and  in  which  dwelt  those  rats 
which  have  been  described  as  being  frolicsome  and 
numerous. 

"  Hold  hard !"  roared  Bluenose,  as  he  tripped  over 
the  shank  of  an  anchor,  "  why  don't  you  set  up  a 
lighthouse,  or  a  beacon  o'  some  sort  on  these  here 
shoals?" 


32  THE  LIFEBOAT. 

"  Starboard,  old  boy,  starboard  hard,  steady  !* 
cried  Bax. 

With  seaman-like  promptitude  the  Captain  obeyed, 
and  thus  escaped  tumbling  off  the  end  of  the  wharf 
at  which  they  had  arrived. 

"  Nancy,  a-hoy !"  cried  Bax  in  a  subdued  shout. 

A  juvenile  "  Ay,  ay,  sir !"  instantly  came  back  in 
reply  from  the  dark  obscurity  that  overhung  the 
river.  The  sound  of  oars  followed. 

"  Smart  little  fellow  that  nephew  of  yours  ;  he'll 
do  you  credit  some  day,"  said  Bax,  turning  towards 
Bluenose,  who,  although  close  at  his  side,  was 
scarcely  visible,  so  dark  was  the  night. 

The  Captain's  rejoinder  was  cut  short  by  the  boy 
in  question  sending  the  bow  of  the  boat  crash  against 
the  wharf,  an  exploit  which  had  the  effect  of  pitching 
"hmi  heels  over  head  into  the  bottom  of  it. 

"  Why  didn't  you  give  us  a  hail,  uncle  ?"  remon- 
strated the  boy,  as  he  rose  and  rubbed  his  elbows. 

"  Good  practice,  my  lad,  it's  good  practice,"  re- 
plied Bluenose,  chuckling,  as  he  stepped  in. 

A  few  seconds  sufficed  to  take  them  alongside  of 
the  "  Nancy,"  in  two  narrow  berths  of  which  the 
Captain  and  Guy  were  quickly  stowed  away  and 
sound  asleep,  while  Bax  paced  the  deck  slowly  over- 
head, having  relieved  the  watch  and  sent  him 
below. 
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Just  half  an  hour  or  so  before  dawn — that  mys- 
terious, unreal  and  solemn  period  of  the  night  or 
morning — Captain  Bluenose  came  on  deck,  minuk 
his  coat  and  shoes,  in  order  to  have  a  look  at  "  how 
things  were  getting  on," — as  if  the  general  opera- 
tions of  nature  had  been  committed  to  his  charge, 
and  he  were  afraid  lest  the  sun  should  not  be  able 
to  rise  without  his  assistance. 

"  Light  air,  west- sou'- west,"  muttered  the  Captain 
as  he  stepped  on  deck,  cast  a  glance  up  at  the  vane 
on  the  mast-head,  and  then  swept  his  eye  round 
the  (imaginary)  horizon. 

There  was  not  much  to  be  seen,  except  the  numer- 
ous lights  of  the  shipping,  and  the  myriad  lamps  of 
the  great  city,  whose  mighty  hum  of  life  had  not 
yet  begun  to  awaken.  It  was  the  deadest  hour 
of  night  (if  we  may  use  the  expression),  although 
advanced  towards  morning.  The  latest  of  late 
sitters-up  had  gone  to  bed  and  got  to  sleep,  and  the 
earliest  of  early  risers  had  not  yet  been  aroused. 
None  save  night-workers  and  night- watchers  were 
astir,  and  these  did  not  disturb  in  any  appreciable 
degree  the  deep  quiet  of  the  hour. 

While  Bax  and  his  friend  were  conversing  in 
subdued  tones  near  the  binnacle,  they  were  startled 
by  a  piercing  shriek,  followed  by  a  heavy  plunge  in 
the  water,  which,  from  the  sound,  appeared  to  be 
not  far  distant.  They  sprang  to  the  bow,  which 

c 
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was  pointing  down  the  river, — the  flood-tide  was 
running  strong  up  at  the  time.  On  reaching  it  they 
heard  a  gurgling  cry,  not  twenty  yards  ahead  of 
the  vessel. 

"  Hold  on !"  cried  Bax  to  Bluenose,  sharply,  at 
the  same  time  fastening  the  end  of  a  rope  round  his 
waist  with  the  speed  of  thought,  and  plunging  over 
the  side  head-foremost.  The  cry  and  the  plunge 
brought  Guy  Foster  on  deck  instantly.  He  found 
the  Captain  holding  on  with  all  his  might  to  the 
end  of  the  rope,  on  which  there  seemed  to  be  a 
tremendous  strain. 

"  Take  a  turn  round  that  belayin*  pin,"  gasped  the 
Captain. 

Guy  obeyed,  and  the  moment  his  companion  was 
relieved,  he  shouted,  "  All  hands  a-hoy !" 

It  was  unnecessary.  The  four  men  who  formed 
the  crew  of  the  "  Nancy"  were  already  springing  up 
the  fore-hatch.  There  was  bustle  amongst  the  ship- 
ping too.  Lights  danced  about,  the  sound  of  oars 
was  heard  in  various  directions,  and  sharp  eager 
ahouts,  as  of  men  who  felt  that  life  was  in  danger, 
but  knew  not  where  to  hasten  in  order  to  afford  aid. 

"  Haul  now,  lads,  with  a  will,"  cried  the  Captain  ; 
"  so,  steady,  avast  heaving.  Ah !  that's  a  smart 
lad." 

While  the  men  were  hauling  on  the  rope,  little 
Tommy  had  bounded  over  the  side  into  the  boat, 
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which  he  quickly  brought  close  to  the  rope,  and, 
seizing  it,  guided  his  craft  to  the  end  to  which  Bax 
was  fastened.  He  found  him  buffeting  the  strong 
current  stoutly,  and  supporting  a  head  on  his  shoul- 
der in  such  a  way  that  the  mouth  should  not  get 
below  water. 

"All  right,  Tommy,"  said  Bax,  quietly.  "Don't 
get  excited,  my  lad ;  lend  a  hand  to  raise  her  a  bit 
out  o'  the  water.  Now,  can  you  hold  her  there  for 
©ne  moment  ?" 

"  Yes,  if  you  just  give  me  the  end  of  that  shawl 
in  my  teeth, — so." 

Tommy  could  say  no  more,  for  he  was  squeezed 
flat  against  the  gunwale  of  the  boat,  with  his  stout 
little  arms  tight  round  the  neck  and  waist  of  a 
female  figure,  the  fingers  of  his  left  hand  grasping 
her  hair,  and  his  legs  twisted  in  a  remarkable  man- 
ner round  the  thwart  to  keep  him  from  being  dragged 
out  of  the  boat,  besides  which  his  mouth  was  full  of 
the  shawL 

Bax  at  once  grasped  the  gunwale,  and  moved  hand 
over  hand  to  the  stern,  where,  by  a  powerful  effort, 
he  raised  himself  out  of  the  water  and  sprang  in- 
board. A  few  minutes  more  sufficed  to  enable  him 
to  drag  the  female  (a  young  girl)  into  the  boat,  and 
place  her  in  safety  on  the  schooner's  deck. 

The  whole  thing  was  done  in  much  less  time  than 
is  required  to  tell  it.  Only  one  of  the  boata  that 
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were  out  searching  discovered  the  schooner,  just  as 
the  female  was  got  on  board. 

"All  right  ?"  inquired  one  of  the  men. 

"All  right — saved,"  was  the  answer,  and  the  boat 
pulled  away  into  the  obscurity  of  the  morning  mist 
with  a  cheer  of  congratulation.  Then  all  was  again 
silent,  and  the  sluggish  tide  glided  slowly  past 
the  dark  hulls  that  rested  on  the  bosom  of  the 
Thames. 

On  carrying  the  girl  into  the  small  cabin  of  the 
Nancy  it  was  found  that  she  was  still  in  a  state  of 
insensibility.  The  dim  light  of  the  swinging  lamp 
fell  on  her  pale  face,  and  revealed  to  the  surprised 
and  sympathetic  beholders  features  of  great  beauty 
and  delicate  form,  over  which  masses  of  dark  brown 
hair  straggled  in  wild  confusion. 

"  Now,  lads,  clear  out  o'  the  way,"  cried  Captain 
Bluenose,  pulling  off  his  coat  energetically.  "  Leave 
this  here  little  craft  to  me.  I  know  'xactly  wot's 
got  to  be  done,  d'ye  see.  Turn  her  on  her  face — 
there ;  never  go  for  to  put  a  drownded  body  on  its 
back,  be  it  man  or  woman.  Stick  that  coat  under 
her  breast,  and  her  arm  under  her  forehead.  So,  now 
well  go  to  work." 

There  is  no  doubt  that  the  worthy  captain  under- 
stood precisely  vhat  he  meant  to  do,  and  was  work- 
ing on  a  systematic  plan ;  but  what  the  result  of  his 
labours  might  have  been  it  is  impossible  to  say,  for 
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At  that  moment  he  was  interrupted  by  the  tread  of 
hurried  footsteps  on  deck,  and  the  sudden  entrance 
of  a  silvery-haired  man,  whose  black  coat,  vest,  and 
pantaloons  contrasted  strangely  with  his  heavy  oil- 
skin coat  and  sou'- wester,  and  tended  to  puzzle  the 
beholder  as  to  whether  he  was  a  landsman  in  nauti- 
cal outer  garments,  or  a  seaman  clothed  partly  in 
what  Jack  calls  "  shore-going  toggery." 

There  was  an  expression  of  wild  anxiety  on  the 
man's  face  as  he  sprang  towards  the  prostrate  form 
of  the  girl,  fell  on  his  knees,  and,  seizing  her  hand, 
exclaimed,  "  Lucy,  dearest  Lucy !"  He  stopped  sud- 
denly as  if  he  had  been  choked,  and,  bending  his 
ear  close  to  Lucy's  lips,  listened  for  a  few  seconds 
with  knitted  brow  and  compressed  lips.  At  that 
moment  there  was  a  flutter  on  the  eyelids  of  the 
girl,  and  a  broken  sigh  escaped  her. 

The  man  kneeling  at  her  side  sprang  convulsively 
to  his  feet,  raised  his  hands  high  above  his  head, 
and  exclaimed,  "  0  God,  in  Christ's  name  I  thank 
thee,"  in  tones  so  fervent  as  almost  to  approach  to 
a  shout. 

With  this  irrepressible  cry  of  gratitude  every 
trace  of  strong  emotion  appeared  to  vanish  from  the 
countenance  and  the  manner  of  the  stranger.  Turn- 
ing to  Bluenose,  who  had  been  gazing  at  this  scene 
in  much  surprise,  not  unmingled  with  anxiety,  he 
•aid,  in  a  calm  but  quick  voice : — - 
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"My  friend,  this  child  is  my  daughter.  Pray 
leave  me  alone  with  her  for  a  few  minutes." 

"  Excuge  a  oldish  man,  sir,"  said  the  Captain ; 
"p'raps  you'd  better  let  me  stay,  'cause  why,  I 
knows  how  to  treat  drownded — " 

"  Thank  you,  it  is  unnecessary,"  said  the  stranger. 
"  Besides,  I  myself  am  acquainted  with  the  rules  of 
the  Humane  Society.  But  you  can  aid  me  by  get- 
ting hot  blankets  and  warm  coffee." 

"Come  along,  Captain,"  cried  Bax,  seizing  his 
friend  by  the  arm  and  dragging  him  out  of  the 
cabin. 

Guy  had  quitted  it,  followed  by  Tommy,  the 
instant  the  old  man  had  expressed  a  wish  to  be  left 
alone  with  his  child. 

"There,  now,  you  obstinate  man,"  cried  Bax, 
relaxing  his  grasp  on  gaining  the  foot  of  the  com- 
panion ladder ;  "  up  with  you,  and  send  Tommy  to 
look  after  coffee  and  blankets.  He  knows  where  to 
get  'em.  I'll  go  and  put  on  dry  toggery ;  the  best 
thing  that  you  can  do,  is  to  keep  out  of  people's 
way." 

This  latter  piece  of  advice  was  not  very  agreeable 
to  one  whose  heart  was  tender,  and  his  desire  to 
engage  in  works  of  active  benevolence  very  strong. 
But  feeling  that  the  advice  was  good,  and  thoroughly 
appreciating  the  fact  that,  having  shipped  as  a 
"  Bupper-nummerary  hand,"  he  was  bound  to  obey 
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his  young  commander,  he  went  on  deck  without 
remonstrance,  walked  aft  to  the  binnacle  and  began 
to  fill  his  pipe. 

Guy  and  Tommy  were  already  there,  engaged  in 
earnest  conversation.  The  ruddy  light  of  the  bin- 
nacle lamp  streamed  up  in  the  face  of  the  latter,  and 
revealed  his  curly  fair  hair  clustering  in  wild  dis- 
order over  his  flushed  brow,  as,  with  fire  gleaming  in 
his  blue  eyes,  he  stared  up  in  his  companion's  face 
and  related  how  that  Bax,  in  the  coolest  manner  pos- 
sible, had  kept  treading  water  with  the  girl  in  his 
arms,  knowing  quite  well  that  not  even  his  strength, 
great  though  it  was,  could  enable  him  to  pull  him- 
self by  the  rope  to  the  ship  against  the  tide,  and 
knowing  that,  in  a  few  minutes,  some  one  would  get 
into  the  boat  and  pick  them  up. 

"And  so  some  one  did,  and  very  cleverly  and 
bravely  done  it  was,  Tommy,"  said  Guy,  laying  his 
hand  kindly  on  the  boy's  shoulder. 

"Well,  I  don't  think  much  o'  that,"  replied 
Tommy.  "  It  don't  call  for  much  courage  to  jump 
into  a  boat  of  a  fine  night,  twist  your  legs  round  a 
thort,  and  hold  on  to  a  girl  by  claws  and  teeth  till 
somebody  comes  to  yer  help." 

It  was  all  very  well  for  Tommy  to  disclaim  credit 
for  what  he  had  done;  but  the  glad  triumphant 
expression  of  his  face,  and  his  firm  erect  gait, 
proved  that  he  was  very  much  satisfied  indeed 
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with  the  share  he  had  had  in  that  night's  adven- 
ture. 

"  Ah,  sir,"  continued  the  boy,  "  there  never  was  a 
man  like  Bax !" 

"You  appear  to  admire  him  very  much,"  said 
Guy ;  "  and  from  the  little  that  I  have  seen  of  him 
I  think  you  have  good  reason." 

"  Admire  him !"  cried  Tommy,  with  a  look  of 
scorn ;  "  no,  I  don't.  I  like  him.  He's  a  trump  !" 

"  Who's  a  trump  ?"  inquired  Bluenose,  coming  up 
at  that  moment. 

"  Bax,"  replied  the  boy,  with  the  air  of  one  who 
takes  up  an  impregnable  position,  and  defies  the 
whole  world  in  arms  to  overthrow  him. 

"  So  he  is,  so  he  is,  a  reg'lar  trump,"  said  the  Cap- 
tain, "  an'  wot's  more,  there  ain't  no  more  of  them 
there  trumps  in  the  pack,  for  he's  the  king  of  'arts, 
he  is.  An'  you're  a  tramp  too,  Tommy ;  you're  the 
knave  of  'arts,  you  are,  ye  little  beggar.  Go  and  git 
blankets  and  hot  coffee  for  that  gal,  and  look  sharp, 
my  lad." 

"  I  have  heard  you  speak  once  or  twice  of  Bax 
and  his  exploits,"  said  Guy  Foster,  when  the  boy 
left  them,  "but  this  is  the  first  I  have  seen  him 
perform,  I  did  not  see  much  of  him  when  down 
on  the  coast  last  summer,  but  I  saw  enough  to  make 
me  like  him.  Is  he  really  the  wonderful  fellow  that 
Tommy  makes  him  out  to  be  ?" 


THE  LIFEBOAT.  41 

"  Wonderful  ?"  echoed  the  Captain,  puffing  his 
pipe  vigorously,  as  was  his  wont  when  a  little 
puzzled  for  an  expression  or  an  idea.  "  No,  he 
ain't  wonderful ;  that's  not  the  word.  He's  a  life- 
preserver,  that's  wot  he  is.  None  o'  your  hinflatetf 
injinrubber  or  cork  affairs,  but  a  reg'lar,  hanimatecj 
walkin',  self-actin*  life-preserver.  Why,  I've  know '4 
him,  off  and  on,  since  he  was  the  length  of  a  marline 
spike,  d'ye  see,  an'  I've  seed  him  save  dozens,  ay 
dozens,  of  lives — men,  women,  and  children, — in 
lifeboats,  an'  in  luggers,  an'  swimmin'.  Why,  he 
thinks  no  more  o'  that  wot  he's  done  to-night,  than 
he  does  of  eatin'  salt  junk.  He's  got  a  silver  medal 
from  the  Eoyal  life-Boat  Institution,  an'  another 
from  the  Queen  of  Spain,  and  a  gold  un'  from  some 
other  king  or  queen,  I  don't  'xactly  know  who — 
besides  no  end  o'  thanks,  written  on  paper,  also  on 
wot  they  calls  wellum,  in  beautiful  German  text  and 
small-hand ; — ho  !  you  know,  nobody  knows  wot  that 
feller's  been  adoin'  of  all  his  life.  If  he  was  hung 
round  with  all  the  gold  and  silver  medals  he  deserves 
to  have,  he'd  go  to  the  bottom — life-preserver  though 
he  is — like  the  sheet-anchor  of  a  seventy-four,  he 
would." 

"  What's  that  about  going  to  the  bottom?"  said 
Bax,  who  came  aft  at  the  moment. 

"  That's  just  wot  you've  got  nothin'  to  do  with," 
replied  Bluenose,  resuming  his  pipe,  which,  in  the 


42  THE  LIFEBOAT. 

ardour  of  his  discourse,  he  had  removed  from  hia 
lips,  and  held  out  at  ann's-length  before  him. 

"  Well,  I  have  not  much  to  do  with  going  to 
the  bottom,"  said  Bax,  laughing.  "But  where 's 
Tommy? — oh !  here  you  are.  Have  you  attended 
to  orders  ?" 

"  Blankits,  hot,  just  bin  sent  in.  Coffee,  hot,  fol- 
lers  in  five  minits." 

"  Brayvo,"  ejaculated  Bluenose,  with  an  approving 
smile. 

"  I  wonder  who  the  old  man  is  ?"  said  Guy.  "  He 
neither  looks  like  a  landsman  nor  a  seaman,  but  a 
sort  of  mixture  of  both." 

"  So  he  is,"  said  Bax.  "  I  happen  to  know  him, 
though  he  does  not  know  me.  He  is  a  Scripture 
reader  to  sailors  (Burton  by  name),  and  has  spent 
many  years  of  his  life  at  work  on  the  coast,  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  Ramsgate.  I  suppose  he  was 
goin'  down  the  coast  in  the  vessel  out  of  which 
his  daughter  tumbled.  I  didn't  know  he  had  a 
daughter.  By  the  way,  she's  not  a  bad  one  to  begin 
with,  Tommy;  a  regular  beauty,"  continued  Bax, 
with  a  smile.  "  You're  often  wondered  whether  the 
first  would  be  a  man,  or  a  woman,  or  a  child.  The 
point  is  settled  now  !" 

"  Yes,"  replied  the  boy,  with  a  grave  meditative 
look.  "  1  suppose  I  may  say  she's  my  first,  for  you 
know  you  couldn't  have  done  it  without  me." 
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There  was  something  ludicrous,  as  well  as  sub- 
lime, in  this  little  chip  of  humanity  gravely  talking 
of  poor  Lucy  Burton  being  "  his  first,"  as  if  he  had 
just  entered  on  a  new  fishing-ground,  and  were  be- 
ginning to  take  account  of  the  creatures  he  had  the 
good-fortune  to  haul  out  of  the  sea ! 

And  in  very  truth,  reader,  this  was  the  case. 
Under  the  training  of  a  modest,  lion-hearted  British 
sailor,  the  boy  was  beginning  to  display,  in  unusual 
vigour,  those  daring,  enthusiastic,  self-sacrificing 
qualities  which,  although  mingled  with  much  that 
is  evil,  are  marked  characteristics  of  our  seamen; 
qualities  which  have  gone  far  to  raise  our  little 
island  to  her  present  high  position  of  commercial 
prosperity  and  political  importance,  and  which,  with 
God's  blessing,  will  continue  to  carry  our  flag,  our 
merchandise,  and  our  bibles,  to  the  ends  of  the 
earth,  and  guard  our  shores,  as  in  days  of  old,  from 
the  foot  of  every  foreign  foe.  England  can  never 
fully  appreciate  how  much  she  owes  to  her  sea- 
men. The  thousands  of  our  inland  population  have 
a  very  inadequate  conception  of  the  race  of  heroes 
by  which  our  coasts  are  peopled.  Bax  is  no  exagge- 
rated specimen,  got  up,  in  these  sensation  days,  for 
effect  It  is  a  glorious  fact, — proved  by  the  hard 
and  bare  statistics  furnished  annually  by  the  Board 
of  Trade,  and  from  other  sources, — that  his  name  is 
legion,  and  that  the  men  of  whom  he  is  a  type, 
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swarm  all  round  our  coasts,  from  the  old  Ultima 
Thule  to  the  Land's  End. 

Yes,  Tommy  was  in  good  training.  He  had  begun 
well  He  was  evidently  a  chip  of  the  elder  block. 
It  did  not,  indeed,  occur  to  his  young  imagination 
to  suppose  that  he  could  ever  become  anything  in 
the  most  distant  degree  resembling  his  idol  Bax. 
Neither  did  he  entertain  any  definite  idea  as  to 
what  his  young  heart  longed  after ;  but  he  had  seen 
life  saved;  he  had  stood  on  the  sea-shore  when 
storms  cast  shattered  wrecks  upon  the  sands,  and 
had  witnessed  the  exploits  of  boatmen  in  their  brave 
efforts  to  save  human  life ;  he  had  known  what  it 
was  to  weep  when  the  rescuer  perished  with  those 
whom  he  sought  to  save,  and  he  had  helped  to  swell, 
with  his  tiny  voice,  the  bursting  cheer  of  triumph, 
when  men  women  and  children  were  plucked,  as 
if  by  miracle,  from  the  raging  sea !  To  take  part 
in  those  deeds  of  heroism  was  the  leading  desire  in 
the  boy's  life ;  and  now  it  seemed  as  if  his  eareer 
were  commencing  in  earnest,  and  the  day-dreams  in 
which  he  had  so  long  indulged  were  at  last  about  to 
become  waking  realities. 
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CHAPTEK  IV. 

OW  WHICH  INTRODUCTIONS  STILL  GO  ON,  AND  OOMNO  EVENTS  OAST 
THEIR  SHADOWS  BEFORE. 

MKS.  MARIA  FOSTER, — the  widow  of  James  Foster 
(formerly  captain  in  the  merchant  service),  the 
mother  of  Guy  Foster  (clerk  in  the  firm  of  Denham, 
Crumps,  and  Co.),  and  the  promoter  or  supporter  of 
every  good  cause, — was  a  little  woman  of  five-and- 
forty  or  thereabouts,  with  mild  blue  eyes,  a  philan- 
thropic heart,  and  pale  blue  ribbons  in  her  cap. 

Mrs.  Foster  may  be  said  to  have  been  in  easy 
circumstances.  That  is  to  say,  she  had  sufficient 
(being  a  thrifty  and  economical  lady)  to  "make 
the  two  ends  meet,"  even  to  overlap  somewhat, 
though  not, — as  a  friend  of  ours  once  observed, 
—to  tie  in  a  handsome  bow,  so  that  she  had  a 
little  to  spare  for  charitable  purposes.  It  must 
not  be  supposed,  however,  that  the  good  lady 
was  possessed  of  a  small  fortune.  The  "  circum- 
stances," which  were  easy  to  her,  would  have  proved 
remarkably  uneasy  to  many ;  but  she  possessed  the 
rare  and  tailorly  quality  of  being  able  and  willing 
to  cut  her  coat  according  to  her  cloth.  There  was 
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no  deeper  mystery  than  that  in  the  "  ease*  with 
which  we  have  characterized  her  "  circumstances." 

The  coast  of  Kent  was  her  locality ;  the  environs 
of  the  town  of  Deal,  her  neighbourhood ;  and  a  small 
— almost  miniature  but  pretty — cottage,  her  habi- 
tation. The  cottage  stood  in  the  middle  of  a  little 
garden,  close  to  that  wide  extent  of  waste  land, 
lying  to  the  north  of  Deal,  which  is  known  by  the 
name  of  the  Sandhills,  and  on  the  seaward  edge 
of  which  formerly  stood  the  pile — and  now  lie  the 
remains — of  Sandown  Castle. 

Everything  in  and  around  the  cottage  was  re- 
markably neat — including  its  mistress,  who,  on  the 
evening  of  the  day  in  which  her  son  sailed  with 
Bax  in  the  "  Nancy,"  was  seated  at  a  little  table  in 
her  small  parlour,  summing  up  an  account  on  a 
sheet  of  note-paper, — an  operation  which  appeared  to 
cause  her  much  perplexity,  if  one  might  judge  from 
her  knitted  brows,  her  deep  sighs,  and  her  frequent 
remarks  of  "  it  won't  do,"  and  "  what  can  it  be  ?" 

These  observations  were  apparently  addressed  to 
the  cat,  which  sat  in  front  of  the  fire,  watching  the 
tea-kettle  and  the  buttered  toast ;  but  although  the 
good  lady  was  addicted  to  talking  to  her  cat,  in  a 
general  way,  about  her  love  for  it  and  its  state  of 
health,  we  cannot  suppose  that  she  really  appealed 
to  it  on  such  a  grave  subject  as  arithmetical  calcu- 
lation. If  she  did  she  got  no  answer  from  the  cat— 
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not  even  a  sign  of  recognition ;  but  she  did  from 
bright-faced,  fair-haired  girl,  of  about  eighteen,  who 
at  that  moment  entered  the  room,  with  a  teapot  in 
one  hand,  and  a  cream-jug  in  the  other. 

"  What  is  it  that  puzzles  you,  mamma?"  said  the 
girl,  setting  down  the  pot  and  jug,  and  preparing 
to  attend  to  the  duties  of  the  tea-table. 

To  this  Mrs.  Foster  replied,  in  an  absent  way, 
that  she  didn't  know,  that  it  was  quite  beyond  her 
comprehension,  and  that  she  was  utterly  perplexed ; 
but  that  she  would  find  it  out,  if  she  should  sit  all 
night  over  it.  Whereupon  she  proceeded  to  state 
that  "  three  and  two  made  five,  and  seven  made — 
made" — she  wasn't  quite  sure  how  much  that  made, 
until  her  companion  told  her  it  made  twelve ;  which 
piece  of  information  she  received  with  an — "  Oh !  of 
course  it  does.  Dear  me,  Amy,  how  silly  I  am !" — 
just  as  if  she  had  known  the  fact  all  her  life,  and 
had  only  forgotten  it  at  that  moment,  unaccountably, 
for  the  first  time !  Mrs.  Foster  then  went  on  to  add 
a  variety  of  other  figures  to  this, — with  an  occasional 
word  of  assistance  from  Amy, — until  the  whole 
amounted  to  the  sum  of  one  hundred  and  thirty- 
three. 

"  There,"  said  Mrs.  Foster,  with  a  pleased  expres- 
sion, as  she  put  the  figures  down,  "  now  how  many 
twelves  are  in  that — eh  ?  let  me  see.  Twelve  times 
twelve  are  a  hundred-and-forty, — no,  that's  too 
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much;  twelve  times  eleven — how  much  is  twelve 
times  eleven  ?" 

Mrs.  Foster  did  not  ask  this  of  Amy;  no,  she 
gazed  up  at  the  ceiling,  where  an  uncommonly  large 
spider  was  affixing  its  web, — with  the  design,  no 
doubt,  of  lowering  itself  down  to  the  tea- tab1  e, — 
and  demanded  the  solution  of  the  problem,  a  par- 
ently,  from  that  creature. 

"  I  think  it  is  a  hundred  and  thirty-two,  mamma," 
said  Amy,  pouring  out  the  tea. 

"  Oh,  of  course,  how  stupid !"  said  Mrs.  Foster, 
who  was  quite  struck  with  the  obviousness  of  the 
fact — on  being  told  it  "  There  now,  that  comes  to 
eleven  shillings  and  one  penny,  which  settles  the 
Soup  Kitchen.  One  pound  two  does  the  Hospital 
for  the  Blind,  and  there's  one  pound  due  to  the 
Sailor's  Home.  But  still,"  continued  Mrs.  Foster, 
with  a  return  of  the  perplexed  expression,  "that 
does  not  get  me  out  of  my  difficulty." 

"  Come  to  tea,  dear,"  said  Amy,  "  and  we  will  try 
to  clear  it  up  together  afterwards." 

"  Impossible,  child.  I  could  not  eat  with  appetite 
while  this  is  puzzling  my  brain.  Let  me  see ;  there 
were  fifteen  pounds,  apparently,  spent  last  year,  when 
I  put  it  on  paper,  and  yet  here  is  a  sovereign  over," 
said  Mrs.  Foster,  holding  up  the  coin,  and  looking 
at  it  reproachfully,  as  if  the  blame  lay  with  it  and 
not  with  herself, 
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"  Well,  mamma,"  said  Amy,  laughing,  "  but  where 
is  your  difficulty  ?" 

"  Don't  you  see,  child  ?  by  rights  I  ought  to  give 
fifteen  pounds  away ;  well,  my  book  tells  me  that 
fifteen  pounds  have  been  given,  and  yet  here  is  a 
sovereign  left  over  to  give !" 

"Then  don't  give  it,  mamma,  just  put  it  back 
into  your  purse,  and  that  will  make  the  thing  right, 
won't  it?" 

"  No,  dear,  it  won't,  because,  you  see,  the  money 
must  be  right,  so  the  book  must  be  wrong ;  oh ! 
here  it  is.  I  declare  I  have  forgot  to  carry  one. 
There,  that's  right.  Now,  dear,  we  shall  have  tea." 

It  may  be  necessary  to  explain  here,  that  although 
Amy  called  Mrs.  Foster  "  mamma,"  she  was  in  fact 
not  related  to  her  at  all,  being  only  an  adopted 
daughter.  Poor  Amy  Eussel  was  a  child  of  the  sea,  . 

Two  years  previous  to  the  time  of  which  we  write, 
she,  with  her  father  and  mother,  had  been  wrecked 
on  the  coast  of  Kent  while  returning  from  a  long 
residence  in  New  Zealand.  Their  vessel  filled  the 
moment  she  struck,  and  the  seas  buried  the  hull  so 
completely  that  passengers  and  crew  were  obliged  to 
take  to  the  rigging.  Here  they  remained  all  night 
exposed  to  the  fury  of  the  storm.  Many  of  the 
unfortunates,  unable  to  withstand  the  exposure  of 
that  terrible  night,  fell  or  were  washed  out  of  the 
rigging  and  perished.  Among  these  were  Amy"§ 
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father  and  mother.  Amy  herself  was  taken  care  of 
by  the  captain,  with  whom  she  was  a  great  favourite, 
and,  along  with  those  who  remained  until  the 
morning,  was  saved  by  one  of  the  lifeboats  stationed 
on  that  coast. 

They  had  a  narrow  escape  from  drowning  even 
after  being  taken  into  the  boat,  for,  just  as  they 
were  approaching  the  entrance  to  the  harbour, 
where  crowds  of  the  inhabitants  of  the  town  were 
anxiously  watching  them,  a  tremendous  sea  com- 
pletely filled  the  boat,  swept  away  the  starboard 
oars,  and  carried  several  of  the  wrecked  passen- 
gers overboard,  Amy  being  one  of  them.  This 
happened  close  under  the  head  of  the  pier.  All  the 
passengers  were  recovered  by  the  lifeboat's  crew  in 
a  few  seconds,  with  the  exception  of  Amy,  who, 
being  exhausted  by  previous  exposure,  began  to  sink 
at  once.  The  boatmen,  in  the  turmoil  of  raging 
water  and  howling  wind,  did  not  observe  this,  and 
a  cry  of  consternation  was  uttered  by  the  people  on 
the  pier,  who  saw  the  whole  thing  clearly  from  their 
elevated  position ;  but  the  cry  was  either  drowned 
by  the  noise  of  the  tempest,  or  not  understood  by 
the  boatmen. 

At  that  moment  a  tall  stripling  on  the  pier  raced 
to  the  edge  of  it,  shot  like  a  rocket  head-foremost 
\nto  the  sea,  and  in  a  second  or  two  reappeared 
with  tb«  young  girl  in  his  arms.  They  were  both 
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dragged  into  the  lifeboat,  amid  ringing  cheers  of 
delight  and  admiration. 

The  stripling  who  did  this  brave  deed  was  none 
other  than  our  friend  Guy  Foster,  who  chanced  to 
be  lodging  with  his  mother  in  the  neighbouring 
town  at  that  time.  Guy  insisted  on  having  Amy 
conveyed  to  his  mother's  place  of  abode.  Mrs. 
Foster  soon  discovered  that  the  poor  orphan  had 
neither  relations  nor  friends  in  England,  and  having 
taken  a  fancy  to  her,  adopted  her  as  a  daughter. 
Thus  did  she  come  to  call  Mrs.  Foster  "  mamma," 
and  to  preside  at  the  tea-table  in  Sandhill  Cottage. 

But,  to  return  from  this  digression  : — Mrs.  Foster 
was  congratulating  herself  on  having  discovered 
the  error  in  her  accounts,  when  the  door  opened 
and  a  stout  florid  woman,  of  fifty  or  there- 
abouts, with  a  shiny  red  skin,  presented  herself  and 
said  : 

"  Please,  ma'am,  here's  a  gentleman  as  wants  to 
see  you,  and  won't  go  away,  though  I  told  him  you 
was  at  tea,  w'ich  is  a  fact,  though  it  had  no  impres- 
sion whatever  on  him,  such  is  his  imprence,  goin' 
for  to  reflect  on  my  character  for  truth,  as  never  told 
a  lie  since  I  was  a  baby  in  long  frocks,  so  I  didn't ; 
but  it's  always  the  way  with  these  men  that  go  tax- 
gatherin',  though  I  don't  know  that  he's  that  nee- 
ther,  so  I  don't ;  what  shall  I  say,  ma'am  T 

Mrs.  Laker,  having  uttered  the  foregoing  without 
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pause  or  inflexion  of  voice  from  beginning  to  end, 
came  to  an  abrupt  stop.  Whether  from  want  of 
breath  or  ideas  it  is  difficult  to  say ;  perhaps  from 
both. 

"  Show  the  gentleman  in,  Laker,"  said  Mrs.  Foster ; 
"no  doubt  he  has  good  reason  for  wishing  to  see 
me." 

Laker  vanished.  She  was  impulsive  in  her 
actions  as  well  as  in  her  words.  She  was  her  mis- 
tress's factotum — her  cook,  housemaid,  sempstress, 
and  confidential  adviser ;  in  addition  to  which  she 
was  somewhat  of  a  bore,  being  stubborn  and  opi- 
nionated, but  a  good  and  faithful  servant  on  the 
whole. 

The  individual  who  was  presently  introduced  was 
a  bustling  little  old  gentleman  with  a  shining  bald 
head  and  a  cheerful  countenance. 

"  Excuse  my  rudeness — madam — "  he  began,  bow- 
ing low,  as  he  advanced  with  a  hesitating  step— 
"  this  intrusion,  really — " 

"  Do  not  mention  it,  sir,  pray  be  seated  ;*  said 
Mrs.  Foster ;  "  you  are  welcome — surely  I  have  met 
with  you  before  ?" 

She  put  on  a  pair  of  gold  spectacles  as  she  said 
this,  and  looked  earnestly  at  her  visitor,  who,  having 
placed  his  hat  en  the  floor  and  bowed  to  Amy,  sat 
down  and  pulled  out  a  bundle  of  papers. 

"  You  have,  madam,"  replied  the  visitor.     n  My 
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name  is  Summers — David  Summers,  ma'am,  at  your 
service.  I  had  the  pleasure  of  being  introduced  to 
you  at  a  meeting  in  a  town  not  far  distant,  where 
an  effort  was  being  made  to  raise  contributions 
towards  the  establishment  of  a  lifeboat — " 

*  Oh !  I  recollect,"  cried  Mrs.  Foster,  whose  sym- 
pathetic heart  at  once  opened  to  the  man  who  had 
made  (as  she  had  thought)  such  an  eloquent  appeal 
at  the  meeting  in  question ;  "  I  am  delighted  to  see 
you,  Mr.  Summers.  If  I  mistake  not,  I  invited  you 
to  eome  and  see  me  when  you  should  visit  this  part 
of  the  coast." 

"  You  were  kind  enough  to  do  so,  madam,  hence 
my  venturing  to  call  at  this  hour.  I  quit  Deal  to- 
morrow, early,  and  I  am  anxious  to  re-plead  my  old 
cause  with  yon;  but  indeed  I  know  this  to  be 
unnecessary,  your  own  sympathies  being  already 
enlisted  in  my  favour." 

Mrs.  Foster  assured  Mr.  Summers  that  he  was 
right,  but  begged  of  him,  notwithstanding,  to  plead 
with  her  as  if  she  were  an  enemy,  in  order  that  she 
might  hear  all  he  had  to  say  on  the  subject,  adding, 
that  she  hoped  he  would  stay  and  have  a  cup  of  tea. 

Hereupon  Mr.  Summers  bowed,  drew  in  his  chair, 
remarked  to  Amy  that  the  lifeboat  service  was  one 
of  the  most  interesting  and  important  topics  of  the 
day,  and  the  National  Lifeboat  Institution  one  of 
the  most  valuable  institutions  in  the  kingdom, 
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at  once  launched  into  his  favourite  theme  with  all 
the  gusto  of  an  enthusiast  who  has  gained  the  ear 
of  a  sympathetic  audience. 

We  will,  however,  spare  the  reader  the  details  and 
statistics  which  afforded  so  much  pleasure  to  Mrs. 
Foster  and  her  adopted  daughter,  knowing  full  well 
that  there  is  an  immense  difference  between  these 
when  set  down  in  hard  type,  and  when  poured  forth 
in  rich  energetic  tones,  backed  by  twinkling  eyes 
and  a  beaming  countenance. 

"  Do  you  really  mean  to  tell  me,  Mr.  Summers," 
said  Mrs.  Foster,  when  the  old  gentleman  came  to 
the  end  of  a  long  statement,  "  that  about  a  thousand 
ships  are  wrecked,  and  nearly  a  thousand  lives  lost, 
besides  more  than  a  million  pounds  worth  of  pro- 
perty, on  the  shores  of  this  country  every  year  ?" 

"  It  is  a  sad  but  incontrovertible  fact,"  replied  Mr. 
Summers.  "  Official  lists  are  drawn  up  annually  by 
the  Board  of  Trade,  which  give  the  number  and  posi- 
tions of  wrecks — cold  dry  lists  they  are,  too.  Matter- 
of-fact  columns  and  figures,  without  a  touch  of  soft- 
ness about  them.  They  are  not  meant  to  appeal  to 
the  feelings ;  they  are  a  mere  record  of  facts.  So 
many  vessels  went  ashore  in  such  and  such  a  gale 
— they  were  sunk,  dismasted,  dashed  to  pieces.  So 
many  persons  were  saved,  so  many  drowned, — that 
is  all.  Ah !  who  can  picture  to  himself  the  awful 
realities  that  are  condensed  in  those  brief  accounts  ? 
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"  Wheu  a  magnificent  steamer,  after  a  fine  voyage 
from  the  antipodes,  comes  within  hail  of  port,  ia 
caught  in  a  fearful  hurricane,  cast  ashore  and 
dashed  to  pieces,  leaving  hundreds  of  passengers, 
men,  women,  and  children,  to  perish  in  the  dark 
night,  grasping  the  very  rocks  of  their  native  land, 
the  event  is  too  awful  to  escape  notice.  So  numer- 
ous are  the  crushed  and  broken  hearts  in  the  land, 
that  their  cry  awakens  public  attention,  and  the 
newspapers  teem  for  a  time  with  graphic  details  of 
the  wreck ;  details  which,  graphic  though  they  be, 
fall  inconceivably  short  of  the  dread  reality ;  but  no 
notice  is  taken,  except  in  the  way  of  brief  record,  of 
the  dozens  of  small  coasting  vessels  that  shared  the 
fate  of  that  steamer  in  the  same  terrific  gale.  No 
one  reads  the  fate  of  yonder  little  schooner,  one 
mast  of  which  is  seen  just  peeping  out  of  the  sea 
under  that  frowning  cliff,  and  yet  there  is  a  terrible 
tale  connected  with  it.  Who  shall  tell  or  conceive 
of  the  agonies  endured,  before  the  morning  light 
came,  by  the  skipper  and  his  crew  of  four  men  and 
a  boy,  as  their  little  ship  was  lifted  and  flung  upon 
the  rocks  by  each  succeeding  wave  ?  And  who  can 
conceive  their  feelings  when  the  longed  for  light 
did  come  at  last,  and  daring  fishermen  on  the  shore 
sought  to  render  aid  in  vain,  for  their  boats  were 
overturned  and  cast  back  upon  the  beach,  and  them- 
selves barely  escaped  with  their  lives,  and  so  the 
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perishing  men  stood  in  helpless  misery  and  gazed 
landward  in  despair  until  a  mighty  wave  carried 
away  the  mast  to  which  they  clung,  and,  with  a  last 
wild  shriek  they  sank  in  sight  of  friends  and  home, 
because  there  was  no  lifeboat  there." 

"  Can  this  he  true?'  said  Mrs.  Foster  in  a  tone  of 
deep  sympathy. 

"  True !"  echoed  Mr.  Summers,  "  would  God  that  it 
were  not.  I  have  mentioned  but  one  case,  yet  it  is 
a  fact  that  for  every  gale  that  blows  dozens  of  wrecks 
take  place  on  our  coasts,  each  with  its  more  or  less 
tragic  history.  You  remember  the  last  gale  ?  It  is 
not  three  weeks  since  it  blew.  No  fewer  than  one 
hundred  and  ninety-five  wrecks  took  place  on  the 
shores  of  the  United  Kingdom  on  that  night  and  the 
following  day,  and  six  hundred  and  eighty-four  lives 
were  lost,  many  of  which  would  undoubtedly  have 
been  saved  had  there  been  a  sufficient  number  of 
lifeboats  stationed  along  our  shores ;  for  you  must 
bear  in  remembrance,  that  although  hundreds  of 
lives  are  annually  saved  by  ordinary  shore  boats, 
and  by  ships'  boats,  hundreds  also  are  saved  by 
lifeboats  in  circumstances  in  which  ordinary  boats 
would  be  utterly  useless. 

"  Here  is  a  newspaper  paragraph,"  continued  the 
old  gentleman,  unfolding  a  paper  and  preparing  to 
read,  "  which  shows  the  brief  way  in  which  the  public 
prints  at  times  notice  events  of  the  most  stirring 
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and  heroic  nature : — '  On  the  morning  of  the  3d 
December  last,  after  a  stormy  and  rainy  night,  the 
wind  shifted  to  N.w.  and  blew  a  hurricane.  Many 
vessels  got  on  shore  near  Holyhead,  from  various 
causes.  The  lifeboat  of  the  National  Lifeboat  In- 
stitution was  launched  and  proceeded  to  their  assist- 
ance. She  got  ahead  of  one,  a  schooner,  arid  anchored, 
but  the  intense  violence  of  the  wind  blew  her  to 
leeward,  anchor  and  all,  and  she  was  unable  to 
communicate,  and  had  great  difficulty  in  return- 
ing ashore.  She  again  put  off  to  the  schooner 
Elizabeth  of  Whitehaven,  which  had  a  signal  of  dis- 
tress flying,  having  parted  one  chain,  and  brought 
her  crew  of  four  men  on  shore.  The  hurricane  con- 
tinued unabated  well  into  the  night.  The  weather 
having  moderated,  the  lifeboat  was  despatched  at  2 
A.M.,  and  brought  on  shore  twenty-three  men  from 
the  Confiance  of  Liverpool ;  then  again  put  off  and 
brought  ashore  nineteen  men  from  the  barque  Eliza- 
beth Morrow  of  Glasgow;  next  proceeded  to  the 
schooner  L'Espdrance  of  Nantes,  and  saved  two  men, 
making  altogether  a  total  of  forty-eight  lives  saved 
by  the  lifeboat  in  this  hurricane  only.' 

"Dear  madam,"  observed  Mr.  Summers,  looking 
at  Mrs.  Foster  over  his  spectacles,  "surely  it  is 
unnecessary  for  me  to  point  out  that  this  brief  nar- 
rative does  not  give  us  the  most  distant  conception 
of  the  terrors,  the  endurance,  the  heroism,  incid 


58  THE  LIFEBOAT. 

to  that  night !  Permit  me  to  read  you  another 
paragraph.  It  is  given  more  in  detail  and  does 
better  justice  to  the  scene." 

The  old  gentleman  selected  another  paper,  opened 
it,  and  read  as  follows  : — 

" '  The  sum  of  £9  has  recently  been  given  by  the 
National  Lifeboat  Institution  to  a  boat's  crew,  in 
appreciation  of  their  gallant  conduct  in  putting  off 
in  a  salmon-coble,  during  a  heavy  gale  of  wind,  and 
rescuing,  at  great  risk  of  life,  the  crew  of  four  men 
of  the  schooner  Thankful  of  Sunderland,  which  was 
totally  wrecked  off  Burghead,  N.B.,  on  the  19th  July. 
Every  moment  the  position  of  the  ship  was  becoming 
more  dangerous  as  the  advancing  tide  drove  her  in 
among  the  small  rocks  at  the  back  of  the  sea-wall, 
and  no  boat  could  live  in  the  terrible  surge  that  was 
fast  breaking  up  the  vessel  The  crew,  four  in 
number,  along  with  the  pilot,  took  to  the  fore- 
rigging,  and  in  a  short  time  the  beach  was  strewn 
with  pieces  of  the  wreck — the  bulwarks  were  nearly 
all  destroyed — the  boat  washed  overboard — and  the 
deck  broken  up.  Though  only  forty  yards  from  the 
pier,  not  the  least  assistance  could  be  rendered  to 
the  crew,  whose  faces  were  quite  distinguishable 
as  they  clung  to  the  swaying  rigging.  At  twenty 
minutes  past  six  the  fore-mast  cracked,  and  its  living 
freight  had  hardly  time  to  crawl  down  to  the  only 
bulwark  above  water  (for  the  schooner  now  lay  on 
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her  beam-ends  with  her  bilge  towards  the  sea),  when 
it  fell  by  the  board.  In  about  five  minutes  more 
the  main-topmast  was  snapped  by  the  gale  as  if  it 
had  been  a  reed,  while  the  bowsprit  and  other  gear 
were  carried  away,  leaving  nothing  but  the  gutted 
hull  with  the  mainmast  standing.  Another  hour 
of  awful  suspense  passed,  during  which  the  five 
men  lashed  themselves  to  the  bulwark,  the  sea 
every  other  minute  breaking  over  their  heads  in 
huge  masses.  At  half-past  seven,  one  of  the  sailors, 
a  young  man,  was  washed  from  the  wreck,  but  for- 
tunately succeeded  in  catching  the  floating  rigging, 
by  which  he  was  able  to  regain  his  former  position. 
Another  young  heroic  sailor  seemed  to  be  the  life  of 
the  whole  company  in  this  trying  emergency,  and 
his  efforts  to  keep  up  the  spirits  of  his  companions 
were  signally  successful  About  eight  o'clock  the 
waves  broke  over  the  ship  with  renewed  violence, 
but  still  those  on  the  shore  could  return  no  answer 
in  the  affirmative  to  the  piercing  cry  that  came  from 
the  wreck,  '  Can't  we  get  a  boat  ?'  The  voice  was 
that  of  the  gallant  sailor  already  referred  to ;  the 
others  were  too  much  exhausted  to  utter  a  word. 
M'Intosh,  the  pilot  from  Burghead,  expired  from 
sheer  cold  and  exhaustion.  None  who  saw  hi™ 
perish  soon  forgot  the  fearful  agony  of  his  daughter 
as  she  bade  her  father  farewell  from  the  parapet  of 
the  breakwater.  After  renewed  efforts  a  boat  was 
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got  over  the  breakwater,  and  at  great  risk  succeeded 
in  saving  the  other  men,  who  were  in  a  very  ex- 
hausted condition.' 

"  And  now,  dear  madam,"  pursued  the  old  gentle- 
man, tying  up  his  papers,  "  I  will  not  run  the  risk 
of  wearying  you  with  more  details,  but  come  to  the 
point  at  once  by  soliciting  from  you  a  contribution 
towards  the  establishment  of  a  lifeboat  on  the  coast 
here,  where  I  am  sure  you  must  be  well  aware  there 
is  very  great  need  for  one." 

"  I  am  sure  there  is,"  said  Mrs.  Foster,  opening 
her  box ;  "  alas  !  I  fear  the  wind  is  rising  even  now. 
The  rattling  of  the  window-frames  will  bring  what 
you  have  told  me  to  remembrance  ever  after  this 
night.  How  much  does  it  require  to  establish  a 
lifeboat?" 

"  Between  five  and  six  hundred  pounds,"  replied 
Mr.  Summers.  "  After  which  about  twenty  pounds 
annually  will  suffice  to  maintain  it  in  working 
order." 

"  So  much  !"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Foster.  "  I  fear 
that  you  will  find  it  difficult  to  raise  so  large  a 
sum." 

"  I  trust  not,  but  if  we  raise  a  pretty  large  pro- 
portion of  it,  the  Lifeboat  Institution  will  make  up 
the  balance.  Perhaps" — here  the  old  gentleman 
paused  and  looked  dubiously  at  Mm  Foster — "  per- 
haps you  would  like  to  know  the  precise  nature  of 
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the  objects  for  which  the  Lifeboat  Institution  has 
been  founded.  Will  you  do  me  the  favour  to  listen 
for  five  minutes  longer?  The  operations  of  the 
Institution  are  of  deep  importance  to  the  national 
welfare." 

Mrs.  Foster  at  once  expressed  her  willingness  to 
listen,  and  the  old  gentleman,  re-opening  his  bundle 
of  papers,  selected  one  from  which  he  read  sundry 
interesting  details  regarding  the  National  Lifeboat 
Institution. 

It  need  scarcely  be  said,  that  with  such  a  sympa- 
thetic mind  to  address  as  that  of  Mrs.  Foster,  Mr. 
Summers  prolonged  his  visit  for  another  hour,  and 
it  is  perhaps  equally  unnecessary  to  say  that  the 
worthy  lady  found  a  suitable  object  on  which  to 
bestow  the  sovereign  which  had  perplexed  her  so 
much  at  an  earlier  part  of  the  evening.  She  not 
only  gave  the  money  with  the  air  of  a  "cheerful 
giver,"  but  she  begged  Mr.  Summers  to  send  her  as 
many  papers  on  the  subject  of  lifeboats  and  wrecks 
as  he  happened  to  be  possessed  of,  and  promised  to 
become  an  active  agent  in  pleading  with  her  friends 
in  behalf  of  the  object  he  had  in  view. 

The  wind  was  rising  while  the  party  in  Sandhill 
Cottage  were  thus  engaged.  It  came  in  ominous 
and  heavy  gusts,  rattling  the  window-frames  and 
moaning  in  the  chimneys  to  suoh  an  extent  that  Mrs. 
Laker,  who  was  of  a  timid  and  superstitious  nature, 
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was  fain  to  sit  outside  the  parlour  door  in  order  to 
be  near  the  other  inmates  of  the  cottage. 

"  About  a  thousand  lives  lost  in  each  year  on  the 
shores  of  this  kingdom  !"  thought  Mrs.  Foster,  as 
she  lay  in  bed  that  night  listening  to  the  rising  storm 
with  feelings  of  awe  and  solemnity  which  she  had 
never  before  experienced. 

If  Mrs.  Foster  had  been  acquainted  with  the  sub- 
ject in  detail,  she  might  have  had  further  food  for 
solemn  reflection  in  the  fact  that  the  greater  part  of 
those  lives  were  lost  unnecessarily ;  that  their  loss 
was  owing  not  nearly  so  much  to  the  direct  provi- 
dence of  God  as  to  the  incompetence,  the  ignorance, 
the  false  economy,  and  the  culpable  carelessness  of 
man. 

Mrs.  Foster's  head  lay  on  a  soft  pillow  while  the 
tempest  raged  around  her  humble  dwelling.  She 
little  thought  that  one  around  whom  her  heart- 
strings were  entwined  was  out  on  the  wild  sea  that 
night,  exposed  to  its  utmost  fury  and  in  urgent  need 
of  the  aid  of  that  species  of  boat  which  had  filled  her 
thoughts  that  evening,  and  still  continued  to  in- 
fluence her  dreams. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

THE  GALE— FALSE  ECONOMY  AND  ITS  RESULTS— A  WRECK,  ON  HOT 
GOODWIN  SANDS. 

WHAT  seamen  style  a  "  whole  gale"  seemed  to  be 
brewing  when  the  "  Nancy"  tripped  her  anchor  and 
shook  out  her  sails. 

Sailors  have  a  quiet,  matter-of-fact,  and  profes- 
sional way  of  talking  about  the  weather.  Lands- 
men would  be  surprised  (perhaps  something  more !) 
if  exposed  to  what  Jack  calls  a  stiff  breeze,  or  a 
capful  of  wind.  A  "  whole  gale"  may  sound  pecu- 
liar to  some  ears,  but  if  the  said  gale  were  to  sound 
in  the  same  ears,  the  hearers  would  be  apt  to  style 
it,  in  consternation,  "  a  most  tremendous  hurricane !" 

On  board  the  "Nancy,"  Bax  and  Bluenose  had 
some  suspicion  that  something  was  brewing,  but  whe- 
ther a  "  whole  gale,"  or  "  half  a  gale,"  or  "  a  stiff 
breeze,"  they  could  not  be  expected  to  divine,  not 
being  possessed  of  supernatural  gifts. 

Had  they  been  possessed  of  a  good  barometer 
they  would  have  been  able  to  foretell  what  was 
coming  without  supernatural  gifts ;  but  Messrs. 
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Denham,  Crumps,  and  Co.  were  economical  in 
their  tendencies,  and  deemed  barometers  superfluous. 
Being,  to  some  extent,  ignorant  of  nautical  affairs 
(as  well  as  of  scientific),  and  being  to  a  large  extent 
indifferent  to  the  warning  voices  of  those  who  knew 
better,  they  thought  fit  to  intrust  the  "  Nancy"  to 
the  unaided  wisdom  of  the  intelligent  young  sea- 
man who  commanded  her. 

Of  course,  being  acute  men  of  business,  they  took 
every  "  needful"  precaution,  and  being  men  of  ex- 
perience, they  were  not  blind  to  the  fact  that  many 
vessels  were  annually  lost ;  they  therefore  insured 
schooner  and  cargo  to  their  full  value.  Having 
done  so,  Messrs.  Denham,  Crumps,  and  Co.  felt  at 
ease.  If  the  "  Nancy"  should  happen  to  go  down — 
no  matter ;  it  would  perhaps  be  a  more  rapid  and 
satisfactory  way  of  terminating  a  doubtful  venture  ! 
It  was  just  possible  that  in  the  event  of  the  "  Nancy" 
going  down  lives  might  be  lost,  and  other  lives  ren- 
dered desolate.  What  then?  The  "Firm"  had 
nothing  to  do  with  that !  The  lives  embarked  in 
the  "  Nancy"  did  not  belong  to  Denham,  Crumps, 
and  Co.  If  they  should  go  to  the  bottom,  there 
would  be  nothing  to  lose,  and  nothing  to  pay  ;  per- 
haps a  trifle  to  the  widows  and  children,  that  was 
all !  In  regard  to  this  also  they  felt  quite  at  ease. 

On  the  strength  of  such  views  and  opinions  the 
tackling  of  the  "Nancy"  was  allowed  to  become  rotten; 
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the  cables  and  the  anchors  of  the  "  Nancy"  were  eco- 
nomically weak  and  insufficient ;  the  charts  of  the 
"  Nancy"  were  old  and  inaccurate,  and  the  "  Nancy" 
herself  was  in  all  respects  utterly  unseaworthy. 

It  could  scarcely  be  expected,  however,  that  the 
operations  of  Nature  were  to  be  suspended  because 
of  the  unprepared  condition  of  this  vessel ;  not  to 
mention  hundreds  of  others  in  similar  condition. 
The  gale  continued  to  "  brew."  A  stiff  breeze  carried 
the  "Nancy"  down  the  Thames  towards  the  open  sea ; 
then  a  sudden  calm  left  her  to  float  without  progres- 
sive motion  on  the  water.  As  evening  approached 
the  breeze  sprang  up  again  and  freshened.  Then  it 
chopped  round  to  the  east,  and  when  nightfell  it  began 
to  blow  hard  right  in  the  teeth  of  the  little  vessel. 

Bax  was  a  good  and  a  bold  seaman.  He  knew  the 
coast  well,  and  hoped,  in  due  course,  to  double  the 
North  Foreland,  and  find  shelter  in  the  Downs.  He 
knew  the  channels  and  buoys  thoroughly,  and  had 
often  run  the  same  course  in  stormy  weather.  But 
the  gale  which  now  began  to  buffet  the  little  schooner 
was  of  more  than  ordinary  violence.  It  was  one  of 
those  fierce  hurricanes  which,  once  in  a  year,  or,  it 
may  be,  once  in  three  or  four  years,  bursts  upon  our 
island,  strews  the  coast  with  wrecks,  fills  many 
homes  and  hearts  with  desolation,  and  awakens  the 
inhabitants  of  the  inland  counties  to  a  slight  sense 
of  the  terrible  scenes  that  are  of  constant  occurrence 
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cn  the  shores  which  form  the  bulwark  of  their  peace- 
ful homes. 

"  We  shall  have  rough  weather  to-night,  I  fear," 
observed  Mr.  Burton,  coming  on  deck  some  time 
after  sunset,  and  addressing  Bax ;  "  doubtless  you 
know  the  channels  well,  young  sir  ?" 

"I  do,"  replied  the  sailor,  with  a  peculiar  smile. 
M  Twelve  years'  experience  has  not  been  altogether 
ihrown  away  on  me.  I  have  sailed  these  waters  in 
old  Jeph's  lugger  since  I  was  a  little  boy." 

"  Is  that  old  Jeph  the  smuggler,  sometimes  called 
the  mad  philosopher,  from  the  circumstance  of  his 
mind  being  much  taken  up  with  odd  notions  about 
lifeboats  ?"  inquired  the  missionary. 

"  The  same,"  replied  Bax,  "  though  111  go  bound 
for  it  there's  not  an  honester  man  in  Deal  than  old 
Jeph  is  now,  whatever  he  may  have  done  in  the 
smuggling  way  when  he  was  young.  I  have  known 
him  only  as  a  good  old  man ;  and  in  regard  to  these 
same  notions  he  has  about  lifeboats,  it's  my  firm 
belief  that  we'll  see  his  plans,  or  something  like 
them,  carried  out  before  long.  He's  not  so  mad  as 
folk  think,  and  certainly  not  half  so  mad  as  the  people 
who  give  no  thought  whatever  to  these  subjects." 

Bax  said  this  warmly,  for  there  was  a  strong  bond 
of  sympathy  between  him  and  his  old  friend,  whom 
he  could  not  bear  to  hear  mentioned  in  a  slighting 
manner. 
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"  I  meant  not  to  say  a  word  against  old  Jeph," 
replied  Mr.  Burton,  quickly.  "  I  merely  spoke  of  him 
in  the  way  in  which  seamen  in  these  parts  com- 
monly refer  to  him.  It  pleases  me  much  to  hear  so 
good  a  character  of  him  from  one  who,  I  have  no 
doubt,  has  had  good  opportunity  of  judging." 

Here  Guy  Foster,  who  was  standing  near  the 
binnacle,  turned  round  and  said  earnestly : — 

"  I  can  testify  to  the  fact  that  old  Jeph  is  a  good 
Christian  man  ;  at  least  if  love  to  our  Saviour,  and 
anxiety  for  the  salvation  of  souls,  is  to  be  accepted 
as  evidence." 

The  missionary  said  that  there  was  no  better  evi- 
dence than  that,  and  was  about  to  question  Bax 
further  in  regard  to  the  old  man  who  bore  such  a 
peculiar  character,  when  a  loud  peal  of  thunder  drew 
the  attention  of  all  to  the  threatening  aspect  of  the 
weather. 

"  Heave  the  lead,  Bill !"  cried  Bax  to  one  of  the 
men. 

"  Ha !  that's  wot  I've  been  lookin'  for,"  observed 
Bluenose,  spitting  his  quid  over  the  lee  bulwarks, 
and  replacing  it  with  a  fresh  one.  "  I've  never  got 
no  confidence  in  a  skipper  as  don't  keep  his  lead 
a-goin'  in  shoal  water.  Specially  in  sich  waters  as 
them  'ere ;  wot  shifts  more  or  less  with  every  gale." 

The  command  to  heave  the  lead  was  followed  by 
rn  order  to  reduce  sail,  and  as  the  gale  freshened, 
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and  the  night  closed  in,  this  order  was  repeated  more 
than  once,  until  the  schooner  was  beating  to  wind- 
ward under  the  smallest  possible  amount  of  canvas. 

An  anxious  expression  rested  on  Bax's  face  as  he 
stood  by  the  steersman,  glancing  alternately  at  the 
sails  and  at  the  horizon  where  clouds  of  the  black- 
est kind  were  gathering. 

"Does  your  barometer  indicate  very  bad  weather  ?" 
inquired  Mr.  Burton. 

"  I  have  no  barometer,"  replied  Bax,  bitterly. 

The  missionary  looked  surprised,  and  Guy  Foster 
bit  his  lip,  for  he  felt  that  this  piece  of  false  eco- 
nomy was  a  blot  on  the  firm  to  which  he  belonged. 
In  order  to  change  the  subject,  he  inquired  for  Lucy, 
who,  since  the  time  of  her  rescue,  had  remained  in 
bed. 

"My  daughter  does  well,  thanks  be  to  God!"  said 
Burton.  "  I  think  that  no  evil  will  flow  from  her 
accident,  for  she  was  but  a  short  time  in  the  water ; 
thanks  to  you,  friend  Bax." 

"  And  to  my  'prentice,  Tommy  Bogey,"  said  Bax, 
with  an  arch  smile  which  was  peculiar  to  him  when 
he  felt  humorously  disposed. 

The  smile  fled,  however,  and  was  replaced  by  an 
anxious  look,  as  Tommy  himself  came  aft  and  re- 
ported that  the  schooner  had  sprung  a  leak. 

Bax  instantly  went  below,  and  returned  with  the 
assurance  that  the  leak  was  trifling. 
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"  The  '  Nancy*  is  a  sorry  old  hulk,"  said  he,  "  bnt 
half  an  hour  more  on  this  tack,  and  111  'bout  ship 
and  run  for  the  Downs,  where  we  will  be  compara- 
tively safe." 

The  gale  had  by  this  time  increased  so  much  that 
the  little  craft  lay  over  with  her  lee  bulwarks  almost 
under  water  at  times. 

Little  fear  would  her  gallant  commander  have  felt 
had  she  been  tight,  and  trim,  and  sound ;  but  he 
knew  that  her  rigging  was  old,  and  one  of  her  masts 
unsound,  and  he  felt  that  the  best  seamanship  could 
be  of  no  avail  whatever  against  her  numerous  defects. 
His  experienced  eye  told  him  that  a  storm  of  no 
ordinary  severity  was  coming,  and  he  trembled  for 
the  life  of  the  young  girl  who  had  been  so  unex- 
pectedly placed  under  his  care. 

Had  the  dangers  attendant  upon  an  unseaworthy 
vessel,  and  the  difficulty  of  navigating  the  channels 
of  these  celebrated  Sands,  been  all  that  Bax  had  to 
fear,  he  would  have  felt  comparatively  at  ease ;  but 
the  economical  spirit  of  Denham,  Crumps,  and  Co. 
had  supplied  him  with  anchors  and  chains  which 
he  feared  were  neither  new  enough  nor  sufficiently 
powerful  to  hold  his  vessel  after  she  had  gained  her 
anchorage-ground.  In  these  circumstances,  he  re- 
solved to  run  for  the  shelter  of  Eamsgate  Harbour. 

Before  he  could  cany  out  his  intentions  the  wind 
chopped  round  to  the  north,  and  for  some  tame  blew 
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so  hard  as  to  threaten  the  capsizing  of  the  schooner. 
The  cross  sea  also  rendered  her  almost  unmanageable, 
so  that,  ere  long,  she  was  driven  to  leeward  of  the 
outer  lightship  that  marks  the  north  end  of  the 
Goodwins. 

Again  the  wind  shifted  a  few  points  to  the  east- 
ward, and  soon  the  *  Nancy"  was  flying  like  a  race- 
horse towards  the  shore. 

Pilots  and  seamen  alone  can  properly  comprehend 
the  peculiar  dangers  that  attend  the  navigation  of 
this  part  of  our  coast.  It  would  only  perplex  a 
landsman  to  be  told  in  detail  the  proceedings  of  the 
"  Nancy"  and  her  crew  after  this  point.  Suffice  it 
to  say  that  Bax  handled  her  with  consummate  skill, 
and  did  all  that  man  could  do  for  the  safety  of  his 
vessel,  and  the  human  lives  that  were  dependent  on 
his  knowledge  and  care. 

"  Is  your  daughter  dressed  ?"  inquired  Bax  of  Mr. 
Burton,  as  a  fiercer  gust  than  usual  nearly  laid  the 
schooner  on  her  beam -ends,  and  deluged  the  decks 
with  water. 

"  No,  she  sleeps  soundly,  and  I  am  loath  to  dis- 
turb her.  Do  you  think  we  are  in  much  danger  ?" 

"In  none,  if  the  schooner  were  seaworthy,  but 
in  much,  seeing  that  she  has  not  got  a  sound  plank 
or  spar.  Go  down,  sir,  and  get  her  dressed  at  once ; 
and,  harkee,  let  her  put  on  every  wrap  she  happens 
to  have  with  her," 
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The  missionary  needed  no  second  bidding.  He 
went  below  to  rouse  and  assist  Lucy,  while  Blue- 
nose,  Guy,  and  the  rest  of  those  on  board,  held  on  to 
ropes,  and  belaying  pins,  and  awaited  the  result  in 
silence.  The  noise  of  the  wind,  and  the  peals  of 
thunder  that  seemed  to  tear  the  heavens  asunder, 
rendered  conversation  impossible.  They  all  felt  that 
a  few  minutes  would  decide  whether  this  terrible 
rush  landward  would  terminate  in  safety  or  disaster, 
and  they  knew  that  everything,  as  far  as  human 
skill  had  to  do  with  it,  depended  on  Bax. 

With  a  look  of  calm,  sober  gravity  the  young  sea- 
man stood  grasping  the  weather-shrouds  of  the  main- 
mast, and  looking  intently  towards  the  light-ship 
called  the  Gull  Light,  which  is  anchored  off  the 
North-  sand-head. 

During  this  period  of  suspense  the  lead  was  kept 
constantly  going,  and  reported  almost  every  half- 
minute.  Precious,  significant  half-minutes  those, 
as  much  so  as  are  the  last  few  grains  of  sand  in  the 
hour-glass ! 

"  Keep  her  away  two  points,"  cried  Bax. 

"  Ay,  ay,  sir,"  answered  the  steersman.  At  that 
moment  a  violent  gust  snapped  the  topsail-yard,  and 
the  sail  was  instantly  blown  to  ribbons.  The  dash- 
ing of  this  spar  about  carried  away  the  foretop-mast, 
and  almost  as  a  necessary  consequence,  the  jib  with 
the  jib-boom  went  along  with  it 
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The  schooner  instantly  became  unmanageable,  and 
was  driven  bodily  to  leeward. 

Seizing  an  axe,  Bax,  with  the  prompt  assistance 
of  the  crew  and  his  friends,  soon  cleared  away  the 
wreck,  and  once  more  got  the  head  of  his  vessel 
round  towards  the  Gull  Light,  the  lanterns  of  which 
were  seen  faintly  gleaming  through  the  murky  atmo- 
sphere. But  it  was  too  late.  The  breakers  of  the 
North-sand-head  were  already  roaring  under  their 
lee,  and  also  right  ahead  of  them. 

"  Port !  port!  hard  a-port  I"  shouted  Bax. 

"  Port  it  is,"  replied  the  steersman  with  that  calm 
professional  sing-song  tone  peculiar  to  seamen. 

At  that  instant,  the  schooner  struck  the  sand, 
passed  over  the  first  line  of  breakers,  and  rushed 
onwards  to  certain  destruction. 

"  Bring  Lucy  on  deck,"  cried  Bax. 

Mr.  Burton  ran  below  to  obey,  but  the  words  had 
scarce  been  spoken  when  Guy  Foster  entered  the 
cabin,  and  seizing  the  trembling  girl  in  his  arms, 
bore  her  gently  but  swiftly  to  the  deck. 

Here  the  scene  that  met  her  gaze  was  truly  awfuL 
It  seemed  as  if  above  and  below  there  were  but  one 
wild  chaos  of  waters  over  which  brooded  a  sky  of 
ebony.  The  schooner  had  by  this  time  got  into  the 
hideous  turmoil  of  shallow  water,  the  lurid  white- 
ness of  which  gleamed  in  the  dark  like  unearthly 
light  As  yet  the  vessel  was  rushing  fiercely  through 
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it,  the  rudder  had  been  carried  away  by  the  first 
shock,  and  she  could  not  be  steered.  Just  as  Lucy 
was  placed  by  Bax  in  a  position  of  comparative 
shelter  under  the  lee  of  the  quarter-rails,  the 
"Nancy"  struck  a  second  time  with  fearful  vio- 
lence ;  she  remained  hard  and  fast  on  the  sands,  and 
the  shock  sent  her  foremast  overboard. 

If  the  condition  of  the  little  vessel  was  terrible 
before,  its  position  now  was  beyond  description 
awful  The  mad  seas,  unable  to  hurl  her  onward, 
broke  against  her  sides  with  indescribable  fury,  and 
poured  tons  of  water  on  the  deck ;  so  that  no  one 
could  remain  on  it.  Having  foreseen  this,  Bax  had 
prepared  for  it.  He  had  warned  all  on  board  to  keep 
close  by  the  main  shrouds,  and  take  to  the  mast  when 
the  schooner  should  strike.  He  himself  bore  Lucy 
aloft  in  his  strong  arms  as  if  she  had  been  a  little 
child,  and  placed  her  on  the  main  cross-trees.  Here 
she  clung  with  a  convulsive  grasp  to  the  main-top- 
mast, while  Guy  secured  her  in  her  position  with  a 
rope. 

Sitting  down  on  the  cross-trees  and  holding  on  to 
them  by  his  legs — a  matter  of  no  little  difficulty,  as 
the  vessel  was  rolling  violently  from  side  to  side, 
Bax  began  to  strip  off  his  thick  pilot-cloth  coat, 
intending  to  cover  the  girl  with  it  But  he  was 
arrested  by  the  boy  Tommy  Bogey. 

"  Hold  on,"  he  shouted  into  his  commander's  ear, 
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"  I  fetched  up  this  un ;  I  know'd  ye'd  want  it  for 
'er." 

Tommy  had  thoughtfully  carried  up  one  of  Bax's 
spare  coats,  and  now  handed  it  to  his  master,  who, 
assisted  by  Mr.  Burton,  wrapped  it  carefully  round 
Lucy,  and  then  descended  the  rigging  to  examine 
the  state  of  the  vessel 

She  heeled  very  much  over  to  leeward,  but  the 
form  of  the  bank  on  which  she  lay  fortunately  pre- 
vented her  being  thrown  altogether  on  her  beam- 
ends.  Had  this  happened,  the  cross-trees  would 
have  been  buried  in  water,  and  all  must  have 
perished. 

When  Bax  re-ascended  the  mast,  Bluenose  put 
his  mouth  close  to  his  ear  and  shouted : 

"  Couldn't  ye  send  up  a  rocket  ?" 

"  Han't  got  any,"  replied  Bax. 

There  had  been  a  signal-gun  aboard,  but  at  the 
first  shock  it  tore  its  fastenings  out  of  the  old 
planks,  and  went  crashing  through  the  lee  bulwarks 
into  the  sea. 

"  Couldn't  we  get  up  a  glim  nohow  ?"  pursued 
Bluenose. 

"Ay,  couldn't  that  be  done?"  cried  Guy,  who 
clambered  towards  them  in  order  to  take  part  in 
the  consultation,  for  the  shrieking  of  the  storm 
rendered  every  voice  inaudible  at  the  distance  of 
anything  short  of  an  inch  or  two  from  the  ear. 
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"The  matches  were  in  the  cabin,  and  that's 
flooded  now,"  said  Bax. 

Guy  replied  by  taking  a  tin  box  from  his  pocket, 
in  which  were  a  few  matches. 

"Ha!  that'll  do,"  cried  Bax  eagerly,  "there's  a 
can  of  turpentine  just  under  the  fore-hatch,  which 
can't  have  been  damaged  by  water.  Ill  go  fetch  it." 

"  Stay,  7  will  go.  Do  yon  look  after  Lucy  and 
her  father,"  said  Guy;  and,  without  waiting  for  a 
reply,  he  slid  down  one  of  the  back-stays  and  gained 
the  deck. 

To  traverse  this  was  an  act  involving  great  danger 
and  difficulty.  The  waves  broks  over  it  with  such 
force  that  Guy's  arms  were  nearly  torn  out  of  their 
sockets  while  he  held  to  the  bulwarks.  He  attained 
his  object,  however,  and  in  a  short  time  returned  to 
the  cross-trees  with  the  can.  Bax  had  in  the  mean- 
time cut  off  some  of  the  drier  portions  of  his  clothing. 
These,  with  a  piece  of  untwisted  rope,  were  soaked 
in  turpentine,  and  converted  hastily  into  a  rude 
torch ;  but  it  was  long  before  a  light  could  be  got 
in  such  a  storm.  The  matches  were  nearly  exhausted 
before  this  was  accomplished.  Only  those  who  have 
been  in  similar  circumstances  can  adequately  appre- 
ciate the  intense  earnestness  with  which  each  matcn 
was  struck,  the  care  with  which  it  was  guarded  from 
the  wind,  and  the  eager  anxiety  with  which  the 
result  was  watched ;  also  the  sinking  of  heart  that 
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followed  each  effort,  as,  one  by  one,  they  flared  for 
an  instant  and  went  out ! 

At  last  the  saturated  mass  caught  fire,  and 
instantly  a  rich  flame  of  light  flashed  over  the  wild 
scene,  and  clearly  revealed  to  them  the  appalling 
circumstances  in  which  they  were  placed.  Poor 
Lucy  shuddered,  and  covering  her  eyes,  cast  herself 
in  prayer  on  Him  who  is  "mighty  to  save.*  Bax 
raised  the  burning  mass  high  over  his  head,  and 
waved  it  in  the  black  air.  He  even  clambered  to 
the  top  of  the  broken  mast,  in  order  to  let  it  be  seen 
far  and  wide  over  the  watery  waste.  The  inflam- 
mable turpentine  refused  to  be  quenched  by  the 
raging  storm,  and  in  a  few  seconds  they  had  the 
comfort  of  seeing  the  bright  flame  of  a  rocket  shoot 
up  into  the  sky.  At  the  same  moment  a  flash  in 
the  distance  showed  that  their  signal  had  been 
observed  by  the  light-ship. 

The  sound  of  the  gun  was  not  heard  by  those  on 
the  wreck,  but  both  it  and  the  rocket  were  observed 
from  the  shore,  where  many  a  hardy  seaman  and 
pilot,  knowing  full  well  the  dangers  of  such  a  night, 
kept  watch  and  ward  in  order  to  render  prompt 
assistance  to  their  fellow-men  in  distress. 

It  would  be  a  matter  of  some  interest  to  ascertain 
how  many  of  the  inhabitants  of  this  busy,  thickly- 
peopled  isle  are  aware  of  the  fact  that  during  every 
storm  that  blows,  while  they  are  slumbering,  per- 
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chance,  in  security  and  comfort  in  their  substantial 
dwellings,  there  are  hundreds,  ay,  thousands,  of 
hardy  seamen  all  round  our  coasts,  standing  patiently 
in  such  sheltered  spots  as  they  can  find,  encased  in 
oilskin,  and  gazing  anxiously  out  into  the  dark  sea, 
regardless  of  the  pelting  storm,  indifferent  to  the 
bitter  cold,  intent  only  on  rendering  aid  to  their 
fellow-men,  and  ready  at  a  moment's  notice  to  place 
life  and  limb  in  the  most  imminent  jeopardy, — for 
what  ?  Can  any  one  suppose  that  they  do  this  for 
the  sake  of  the  silver  medal,  or  the  ten  or  twenty 
shillings  awarded  to  those  who  thus  act,  by  the  Life- 
boat Institution  ?  Do  men  in  other  circumstances 
hold  their  lives  so  cheap  ?  Assuredly  there  is  a 
higher,  a  nobler  motive  that  prompts  the  heroes  of 
our  coast  to  their  deeds  of  self-sacrifice  and  daring. 

To  those  who  clung  to  the  main- top  of  the  "Nancy* 
these  signals  were  a  bright  gleam  of  hope,  with 
the  exception  of  Lucy,  whose  spirit  sank  when  she 
endeavoured  in  vain  to  penetrate  the  thick  darkness 
that  followed.  Suspecting  this,  Bluenose,  who  clung 
to  the  cross-trees  beside  the  missionary,  and  assisted 
him  to  shelter  his  daughter  from  the  storm,  shouted 
in  her  ear  to  keep  her  mind  easy,  "  for  the  people  on 
shore  would  be  sure  to  send  off  the  lifeboat,  and 
there  would  be  no  danger  if  the  mast  held  on  !" 

"  If  the  mast  held  on !"  Ha !  little  did  Lucy 
know  how  much  anxiety  filled  the  heart  of  Bax  in 
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regard  to  the  mast  holding  on !  With  much  diffi- 
culty he  had  persuaded  Denham,  Crumps,  and  Co., 
about  a  year  before  the  events  we  are  now  relating, 
that  the  main-mast  of  the  Nancy  was  utterly  use- 
less, and  obtained  their  unwilling  consent  to  have 
it  renewed.  But  for  this  it  would  have  shared  the 
fate  of  the  fore-mast,  and  those  who  now  clung  to  it 
would  have  been  in  eternity.  But  although  the 
mast  was  strong,  its  step  and  holdfasts,  Bax  knew, 
were  the  reverse  of  sound ;  and  while  he  stood  there 
cheering  his  companions  with  hopeful  remarks,  he 
alone  knew  how  frail  was  the  foundation  on  which 
his  hopes  were  founded. 

Fortunately  for  Lucy  and  her  father,  they  looked 
to  a  higher  source  for  comfort  than  the  young 
skipper  of  the  Nancy.  They  knew  that  it  was  no 
uncommon  thing  for  men,  women,  and  children  to 
be  saved,  on  the  coasts  of  Britain, "  as  if  by  miracle," 
and  they  felt  themselves  to  be  in  the  hands  of  Him 
"  whom  the  winds  and  the  sea  obey." 

Guy  held  on  to  the  weather-shrouds  close  to  Bax. 
Speaking  so  as  not  to  be  heard  by  the  others,  he 
said : 

"  Is  there  much  chance  of  a  boat  putting  off  to  us  ?" 

"Not  much,"  replied  Bax.  "A  lugger  could 
scarcely  live  in  such  a  sea.  Certainly  it  could  not 
come  near  us  in  this  shoal  water.  I  doubt  even  if 
the  lifeboat  could.come  here." 
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For  two  hours  after  this  they  remained  silently  in 
their  exposed  position,  their  limbs  stiffening  with 
cold,  drenched  continually  with  spray,  and  occasion- 
ally overwhelmed  by  the  crest  of  a  monstrous  wave. 
Sometimes  a  rocket  from  the  light-ship  shot  athwart 
the  dark  sky,  and  at  all  times  her  lights  gleamed 
like  faint  stars  far  away  to  windward.  When 
the  sea  broke  around  them  in  whiter  sheets  than 
usual,  they  could  see  the  head  of  the  broken  fore- 
mast drawn  against  it  like  a  black  line  to  lee- 
ward. Everything  else,  above  and  below,  was  thick 
darkness. 

One  of  the  seamen,  who  had  been  for  some  time 
in  bad  health,  was  the  first  to  give  way.  Without 
uttering  a  word,  he  loosened  his  hold  of  the  shrouds 
and  fell  backwards.  Guy  saw  him  falling,  and, 
making  a  desperate  grasp  at  him,  caught  him  by  the 
breast  of  his  shirt,  but  the  garment  gave  way,  and 
next  moment  he  was  down  in  the  boiling  flood. 
Guy,  with  an  impulse  that  was  natural  to  him, 
was  about  to  leap  off  to  his  rescue,  but  Bluenose 
caught  him  by  the  collar  and  held  him  forcibly 
back.  In  another  moment  the  man  was  gone  for 
ever. 

So  silently  did  all  this  pass,  and  so  furious  was 
the  tumult  of  the  storm,  that  Lucy  and  her  fathez 
were  not  aware  of  what  had  occurred. 

Our  brave  little  friend  Tommy  Bogey 
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next  who  failed.  Whether  it  was  that  witnessing 
the  seaman's  death  had  too  powerful  an  effect  on  his 
spirit,  or  that  the  cold  acted  more  severely  on  hia 
young  muscles  than  on  those  of  his  companions,  it  is 
impossible  to  say,  but,  soon  after  the  loss  of  the  man 
the  boy  felt  his  strength  giving  way.  Turning  with 
instinctive  trust  to  his  friend  in  this  extremity,  he 
shouted : — 

"Bax,  give  us  a  hand !" 

Before  his  friend  could  do  so,  his  grasp  relaxed 
and  he  fell  back  with  a  piercing  shriek  that  rose 
above  even  the  howling  wind. 

Almost  an  instant  after  he  struck  the  water,  Bax 
dived  head-foremost  into  it,  and  came  up  with  him 
in  his  arms.  Both  man  and  boy  went  to  leeward 
instantly.  The  former  had  counted  on  this.  The  fate 
of  the  seaman  who  had  just  perished  had  led  him  to 
reflect  that  a  vigorous  effort  might  have  enabled  him 
to  gain  the  stump  of  the  fore-mast,  which  still 
stood,  as  we  have  said,  to  leeward  of  the  main -mast. 
Acting  on  this  thought,  he  had  plunged  without 
hesitation  when  the  moment  for  action  cama,  al- 
though it  did  come  unexpectedly. 

A  faint  shout  soon  told  his  horror-stricken  com- 
panions that  he  had  gained  the  point  of  safety. 

"  It  won't  do  to  leave  'em  there,"  cried  Bluenose, 
starting  up,  and  clambering  as  far  out  on  the  cross- 
trees  as  he  dared  venture ;  "  even  if  the  mast  holds 
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on,  them  seas  would  soon  wash  away  the  stoutest 
man  living." 

"  Oh  !  save  my  preserver  !"  cried  Lucy,  who,  re- 
gardless of  the  storm,  had  sprung  wildly  up,  and 
now  stood  clinging  to  a  single  rope,  while  her  gar- 
ments were  almost  torn  from  her  limbs  by  the  fury 
of  the  hurricane. 

"  Can  nothing  be  done  to  save  them  ?"  cried  the 
missionary,  as  he  kindly  but  firmly  dragged  hi* 
daughter  back  to  her  former  position. 

"  Nothin',  sir,"  said  one  of  the  sailors.  "  There 
aint  a  cask,  nor  nothin'  to  tie  a  rope  to  an'  heave  to 
wind'ard — an'  it's  as  like  as  not  it  wouldn't  fetch 
'em  if  there  wos.  They'd  never  see  a  rope  if  it  wos 
veered  to  'em — moreover,  it  wouldn't  float.  Hallo  ! 
Master  Guy,  wot  are  ye  up  to  ?" 

Guy  had  hauled  in  the  slack  of  one  of  the  numer- 
ous ropes  attached  to  the  main-mast  that  were  float- 
ing away  to  leeward,  and  was  fastening  the  end  of  it 
round  his  waist  Bluenose  and  the  missionary  turned 
quickly  on  hearing  the  seaman's  shout,  but  they 
were  too  late  to  prevent  the  bold  youth  from  carry- 
ing out  his  design,  even  if  they  had  wished  to  do  so. 

Taking  a  vigorous  spring  to  windward,  Guy  was 
in  the  sea  in  a  moment.  In  another  instant  he  was 
lost  to  view  in  darkness.  Bluenose  seized  the  end 
of  the  rope,  and  awaited  the  result  in  breathless  sus- 
pense. Presently  a  shout,  so  faint  that  it  seemed 

F 


82  THE  LIFEBOAT. 

miles  away,  was  heard  to  leeward,  and  the  rope  was 
jerked  violently. 

"  Now  lads,  all  hands  a-hoy  !"  cried  Bluenose  in 
wild  excitement,  "  just  give  'em  time  to  haul  in  the 
slack,  and  tie  it  round  'em,  and  then  pull  with  a 
will" 

The  incident  and  the  energy  of  the  Captain  seemed 
to  act  like  a  spell  on  the  men  who  had  up  to  this 
time  clung  to  the  shrouds  in  a  state  of  half-stupor. 
They  clustered  round  Bluenose,  and  each  gaining 
the  best  footing  possible  in  the  circumstances,  seized 
hold  of  the  rope. 

Again  the  rope  was  shaken  violently,  and  a  heavy 
strain  was  felt  on  it.  The  men  pulled  it  in  with 
difficulty,  hand  over  hand,  and  in  a  short  time 
Bax,  Guy,  and  Tommy  were  once  more  safe  in  their 
former  position  on  the  cross-trees. 

Terrible  indeed  their  danger,  when  such  a  posi- 
tion could  be  spoken  of  as  one  of  safety ! 

Another  hour  passed  away.  To  those  who  were 
out  on  that  fatal  night  the  minutes  seemed  hours — 
the  hours  days.  Still  no  succour  came  to  them. 
The  storm  instead  of  abating  seemed  to  be  on  the 
increase.  Had  it  not  been  for  the  peculiar  form  of 
the  shoal  on  which  they  lay,  the  old  vessel  must 
have  been  dashed  to  pieces  in  the  first  hour  of  that 
terrible  gale. 

Gradually  Bax  ceased  to  raise  his  encouraging 
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voice — indeed  the  whistling  wind  would  have  ren- 
dered it  inaudible — and  the  party  on  the  cross-trees 
clung  to  their  frail  spar  almost  in  despair.  As  the 
gale  increased  so  did  the  danger  of  their  position. 
No  chance  of  deliverance  seemed  left  to  them ;  no 
prospect  of  escape  from  their  dreadful  fate;  the 
only  ray  of  hope  that  came  to  them  fitfully  through 
the  driving  storm,  was  the  faint  gleaming  of  the 
light-ship  that  guards  the  Goodwin  Sands. 
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CHAPTER  VL 

HEROES  07  TEX  KENTISH  COAST—  THJ  LITKBOAT— THS  RE80T7K 

DEAL  beach  is  peculiar  in  more  respects  than  one. 
There  are  a  variety  of  contradictory  appearances 
about  it  which  somewhat  puzzle  a  visitor,  especially 
if  he  be  accustomed  to  sea- coast  towns  and  villages 
in  other  parts  of  the  country. 

For  one  thing,  all  the  boats  seem  hopelessly  high 
and  dry  on  the  beach,  without  the  chance,  and  appar- 
ently without  any  intention,  of  ever  being  got  off 
again.  Then  there  is,  at  certain  seasons  of  the  year, 
nothing  whatever  doing.  Great  hard-fisted  fellows, 
with  nautical  garments  and  bronzed  faces,  are  seen 
lounging  about  with  their  hands  in  their  pockets, 
and  with  a  heavy  slowness  in  their  gait,  which 
seems  to  imply  that  they  are  elephantine  creatures, 
fit  only  to  be  looked  at  and  wondered  at  as  monu- 
ments of  strength  and  laziness. 

If  the  day  happens  to  be  fine  and  calm  when  the 
stranger  visits  the  beach,  he  will  probably  be  im- 
pressed with  the  idea  that  here  is  an  accumulation 
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of  splendid  sea- going  mattrUl,  which  has  somehow 
got  hopelessly  stranded  and  become  useless. 

Of  course,  in  the  height  of  summer,  there  will  be 
found  bustle  enough  among  the  visitants  to  distract 
attention  from  the  feet  to  which  I  allude;  but 
in  spring,  before  these  migratory  individuals  arrive, 
there  is  marvellously  little  doing  on  Deal  beach 
in  fine  weather.  The  pilots  and  boatmen  lounge 
about,  apparently  amusing  themselves  with  pipes 
and  telescopes;  they  appear  to  have  no  object  in 
life  but  to  kill  time ;  they  seem  a  set  of  idle  hulk- 
ing fellows; — nevertheless,  I  should  say,  speaking 
roughly,  that  at  least  the  half  of  these  men  are 
heroes  ! 

The  sturdy  oak,  in  fine  weather,  bends  only  its 
topmost  branches  to  the  light  wind,  and  its  leaves 
and  twigs  alone  are  troubled  by  the  summer  breeze; 
but  when  the  gale  lays  low  the  trees  of  the  forest, 
and  whirls  the  leaves  about  like  ocean  spray,  then 
the  oak  is  stirred  to  wild  action ;  tosses  its  gnarled 
limbs  in  the  air,  and  moves  the  very  earth  on  which 
it  stands.  So  the  heroes  on  Deal  beach  are  sluggish 
and  quiescent  while  the  sun  shines  and  the  butter- 
flies are  abroad ;  but  let  the  storm  burst  upon  the 
sea ;  let  the  waves  hiss  and  thunder  on  that  steep 
pebbly  shore ;  let  the  breakers  gleam  on  the  horizon 
just  over  the  fatal  Goodwin  Sands,  or  let  the  night 
descend  in  horrid  blackness,  and  shroud  beach  and 
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breakers  alike  from  mortal  view,  then  the  man  of 
Deal  bestirs  his  powerful  frame,  girds  up  his  active 
loins,  and  claps  on  his  sou'- wester ;  launches  his 
huge  boat  that  seemed  before  so  hopelessly  high 
and  dry ;  hauls  off  through  the  raging  breakers,  and 
speeds  forth  on  his  errand  of  mercy  over  the  black 
and  stormy  sea  with  as  much  hearty  satisfaction  as 
if  he  were  hasting  to  his  bridal,  instead  of,  as  is  too 
often  the  case,  to  his  doom. 

Near  the  north  end  of  Deal  beach,  not  very  far 
from  the  ruins  of  Sandown  Castle,  there  stood  an 
upturned  boat,  which  served  its  owner  as  a  hut  or 
shelter  whence  he  could  sit  and  scan  the  sea.  This 
hut  or  hovel  was  a  roomy  and  snug  enough  pkce 
even  in  rough  weather,  and  although  intended  chiefly 
as  a  place  of  out-look,  it  nevertheless  had  sundry 
conveniences,  which  made  it  little  short  of  a  verit- 
able habitation.  Among  these  were  a  small  stove 
and  a  swinging  oil-lamp  which,  when  lighted,  filled 
the  interior  with  a  ruddy  glow  that  quite  warmed 
one  to  look  at.  A  low  door  at  one  end  of  the 
hovel  faced  the  sea,  and  there  was  a  small  square 
hole  or  window  beside  it,  through  which  the  end  of 
a  telescope  generally  protruded,  for  the  owners  of 
the  hovel  spent  most  of  their  idle  time  in  taking 
observations  of  the  sea.  There  was  a  bench  on 
either  side  of  the  hut  which  was  lumbered  with  a 
confused  mass  of  spars,  sails,  sou'-westers,  oil-skin 
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coats  and  trousers ;  buoys,  sea-chests,  rudders,  tar- 
barrels,  and  telescopes. 

This  hovel  belonged  jointly  to  old  Jeph  and  Capt. 
Bluenose.  Bax  had  shared  it  with  them  before  he 
was  appointed  to  the  command  of  the  "  Nancy."  In 
the  olden  time  the  owners  of  these  nautical  huts 
dwelt  in  them,  hence  the  name  of  "  hoveller"  which 
is  used  at  the  present  day.  But  with  the  progress  of 
civilisation  the  hovellers  have  come  to  reside  in 
cottages,  and  only  regard  the  hovels  as  their  places 
of  business.  Hovellers,  as  a  class,  do  little  else  than 
go  off  to  ships  in  distress  and  to  wrecks ;  in  which 
dangerous  occupation  they  are  successful  in  annually 
saving  much  property  and  many  human  lives.  Their 
livelihood  from  salvage,  as  may  be  supposed,  is  very 
precarious.  Sometimes  they  are  "  flush  of  cash," 
at  other  times  reduced  to  a  low  enough  ebb.  In 
such  circumstances  it  almost  invariably  follows  that 
men  are  improvident 

Not  many  years  ago  the  hovellers  were  notorious 
smugglers.  Many  a  bold  deed  and  wild  reckless 
venture  was  made  on  Deal  beach  in  days  of  old  by 
these  fellows,  in  their  efforts  to  supply  the  country 
with  French  lace,  and  brandy,  and  tobacco,  at  a  low 
price  !  Most  of  the  old  houses  in  Deal  are  full  of 
mysterious  cellars,  and  invisible  places  of  conceal- 
ment in  walls,  and  beams,  and  chimneys  ;  showing 
the  extent  to  which  contraband  trade  was  carried 
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on  in  the  days  of  our  fathers.  Rumour  says  that 
there  is  a  considerable  amount  of  business  done  in 
that  way  even  in  our  own  days;  but  everybody 
knows  what  a  story-teller  Rumour  is.  The  only 
thing  that  gives  any  colour  to  the  report  is  the  fact 
that  there  is  still  a  pretty  strong  coast-guard  force 
in  that  region ;  and  one  may  observe  that  whenever 
a  boat  comes  to  the  beach  a  stout  fellow  in  the  cos- 
tume of  a  man-of-war's  man,  goes  up  to  it  and  pries 
into  all  its  holes  and  corners,  pulling  about  the  bal- 
last-bags and  examining  the  same  in  a  cool  matter- 
of-course  manner  that  must  be  extremely  irritating, 
one  would  imagine,  to  the  owner  of  the  boat ! 

At  night,  too,  if  one  chances  to  saunter  along  Deal 
beach  by  moonlight,  he  will  be  sure  to  meet,  ere  long, 
with  a  portly  personage  of  enormous  breadth,  enve- 
loped in  many  and  heavy  garments,  with  a  brace  of 
pistols  sticking  out  of  his  breast  pockets,  and  a  short 
cutlass  by  his  side.  But  whatever  these  sights  and 
symptoms  may  imply,  there  can  be  no  question  that 
smuggling  now  is  not,  by  any  means,  what  it  was 
thirty  or  forty  years  ago. 

On  the  night  of  the  storm,  described  in  the  last 
chapter,  the  only  individual  in  old  Jeph's  hovel  was 
old  Jeph  himsell  He  was  seated  at  the  inner  end 
of  it  on  a  low  cheat  near  the  stove,  the  light  of  which 
shone  brightly  on  his  thin  old  face  and  long  white 
locks,  and  threw  a  gigantic  black  shadow  on  the 
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wall  behind.  The  old  man  was  busily  engaged  in 
forming  a  model  boat  out  of  a  piece  of  wood  with  a 
clasp-knife.  He  muttered  to  himself  as  he  went  on 
with  his  work,  occasionally  pausing  to  glance  towards 
the  door,  the  upper  half  of  which  was  open  and  re- 
vealed the  dark  storm  raging  without. 

On  one  of  these  occasions  old  Jeph's  eyes  encoun- 
tered those  of  a  man  gazing  in  upon  him. 

"Is  that  you,  Long  Orrick?  Come  in;  if s  a 
cold  night  to  stand  out  i'  the  gale." 

He  said  this  heartily,  and  then  resumed  his  work, 
as  if  he  had  forgotten  the  presence  of  the  other  in  an 
instant.  It  is  not  improbable  that  he  had,  for  Jeph 
was  very  old.  He  could  not  have  been  far  short  of 
ninety  years  of  age. 

Long  Orrick  entered  the  hovel,  and  sat  down  on 
a  bench  opposite  the  old  man.  He  was  a  very  tall, 
raw-boned,  ill-favoured  fellow,  of  great  muscular 
strength,  and  with  a  most  forbidding  countenance. 
He  was  clad  in  oiled,  rough- weather  garments. 

"  You  seem  busy,  old  man,"  said  he  abruptly. 

M  Ay,  I  had  need  be  busy,"  said  old  Jeph  without 
looking  up ;  "  there  are  many  lives  to  save  ;  many 
lives  bein*  lost  this  very  night,  and  no  means  of 
savin*  'em ;  leastwise  not  sufficient" 

"  Humph  !  ye're  eternally  at  that  bit  o'  humbug. 
It's  bam,  old  man,  all  bam ;  bosh  and  gammon,"  said 
Orrick.  "  It'll  never  come  to  no  good,  /  tell  ye." 
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"  Who  knows  V  replied  the  old  man  meekly,  but 
going  on  with  his  work  not  the  less  diligently  be- 
cause of  these  remarks. 

"Jeph,"  said  Orrick,  leaning  forward  until  his 
sharp  features  were  within  a  few  inches  of  his  com- 
panion's face,  "  Jeph,  will  ye  tell  me  where  the  '  hide' 
is  in  yer  old  house  ?" 

"  No,  Long  Orrick,  I  won't,"  replied  the  old  man 
with  an  amount  of  energy  of  which  he  seemed,  a  few 
seconds  before,  quite  incapable. 

The  reply  did  not  seem  to  please  Long  Orrick, 
neither  did  the  steady  gaze  with  which  it  was  accom- 
panied. 

"You  won't  ?"  said  Orrick  between  his  set  teeth. 

"  No,"  replied  the  old  man,  dropping  his  eyes  on 
the  little  boat  and  resuming  his  work. 

"  Why  not,"  continued  the  other  after  a  pause, 
"  you  don't  require  the  hide,  why  won't  you  lend  it 
to  a  chum  as  is  hard  up  ?" 

"  Because  I  won't  encourage  smuggling"  said  Jeph. 

"You've  smuggled  enough  in  yer  young  days 
yerself,  you  old  villain  !  you  might  help  a  friend  a 
bit ;  it  won't  be  you  as  does  if 

*  It's  because  I  have  smuggled  w*en  I  was  young 
that  I  won't  do  it  now  that  I'm  old,  nor  help  any- 
one else  to,"  retorted  Jeph ;  "  besides,  you're  no  friend 
o'  mine." 

"  What  if  I  turn  out  to  be  an  enemy  ?"  cried  Or- 
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rick,  fiercely  ;  "  see  here,"  said  he,  drawing  out  a  long 
knife,  and  holding  it  up  so  that  the  light  of  the  stove 
glittered  on  its  keen  blade,  "  what  if  I  give  you  a 
taste  of  this,  old  man  ?" 

"  You  won't,"  said  Jeph,  calmly. 

"No!  why  not?" 

"  Because  you're  a  coward,"  replied  Jeph,  with  a 
quiet  chuckle ;  "  you  know  that  you  wouldn't  like  to 
be  hanged,  ha  !  ha !  and  you  know  that  Bax  would 
be  down  on  you  if  you  touched  my  old  carcase." 

Long  Orrick  uttered  a  savage  oath,  and  said,  "  I'm 
brave  enough,  anyhow,  to  let  you  taste  the  cold  steel 
to-night — or  desperate  enough  if  ye  prefer  it." 

He  seized  Jeph  by  the  throat  as  he  spoke,  and 
pressed  the  blade  of  the  knife  against  his  breast. 
The  old  man  did  not  shrink,  neither  did  he  struggle. 
He  knew  that  he  was  in  the  hands  of  one  whose 
type  is  but  too  common  in  this  world,  a  bully  and  a 
coward,  and,  knowing  this,  felt  that  he  was  safe. 

It  seemed,  however,  as  if  the  very  elements  scorned 
the  man  who  could  thus  raise  his  hand  against 
unprotected  age,  for  the  wind  shrieked  louder  than 
usual  in  its  fury,  and  a  blinding  flash  of  lightning, 
accompanied  by  a  deep  crash  of  thunder,  added  to 
the  horror  of  the  scene. 

Just  then  an  exclamation  was  heard  at  the  door 
of  the  hovel  Long  Orrick  released  his  hold  hastily, 
and  turning  round,  observed  a  round  ruddy  visage 
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scowling  at  Mm,  and  the  glittering  barrel  of  a  pistol 
levelled  at  his  head. 

"  Ha !  ha !"  he  laughed  hoarsely,  endeavouring  to 
pass  it  off  as  a  jest,  "so  you've  caught  us  jokin', 
Coleman,  —  actin'  a  bit  —  and  took  it  for  arnest, 
eh?" 

"  Well,  if  it  is  actin',  its  oncommon  ugly  actin',  / 
tell  ye ;  a  deal  too  nat'ral  for  my  tastes,  so  I'd  advise 
ye  to  drop  it  here,  an'  carry  yer  talents  to  a  theaytre, 
where  you'll  be  paid  accordin'  to  your  desarts,  Long 
Orrick." 

"  Ah !  the  night  air  don't  agree  with  ye,  Coleman, 
so  m  bid  ye  good-bye,"  said  the  other,  rising  and 
quitting  the  hut 

"Wot's  he  bin'  a  doin'  of,  old  man?"  inquired 
Coleman,  who  was  a  huge,  ruddy,  good-humoured 
coast-guardman,  with  the  aspect  of  a  lion  and  the 
heart  of  a  lamb ;  whose  garments  were  of  the  rough- 
est and  largest  kind,  and  who  was,  to  adopt  a  time- 
honoured  phrase,  armed  to  the  teeth, — that  is  to 
say,  provided  with  a  brace  of  pistols,  a  cutlass,  and 
a  port-fire,  which  last  could,  on  being  struck  against 
a  rock,  burst  into  flame,  and  illuminate  the  region 
for  many  yards  around  him. 

"  Oh,  he's  bin'  actin',"  replied  the  old  man,  with 
a  quiet  chuckle,  as  he  resumed  his  work  on  the  boat ; 
44  he's  bin'  actin',  that's  all" 

At  this  moment  the  boom  of  a  gun  fired  by  the 
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Gull  light-ship  broke  on  the  ears  of  the  men  of  Deal, 
and  a  moment  later  the  bright  flash  of  a  rocket  was 
seen.  It  was  the  well-known  signal  that  there  was 
a  ship  in  distress  on  the  sands. 

Instantly  the  hardy  boatmen  were  at  work.  One 
of  their  largest  boats  was  launched  through  the  wild 
surf,  as  if  by  magic,  and  its  stout  crew  were  strain- 
ing at  the  oars  as  if  their  lives  depended  on  the 
result 

The  boat  happened  to  be  the  one  belonging  to 
Captain  Bluenose  and  his  comrades,  and  the  first 
man  who  leaped  into  her,  as  she  was  driven  down 
into  the  sea,  was  Long  Orrick ;  for,  bad  man  though 
he  was,  he  was  not  without  his  redeeming  points, 
and,  coward  though  he  was  before  the  face  of  man, 
he  was  brave  enough  in  facing  the  dangers  of  the 
sea. 

It  was  a  fearful  struggle  in  which  the  Deal  lugger 
engaged  that  night  The  sea  threatened  to  bury  her 
altogether  as  she  pushed  off  through  the  breakers, 
and  some  of  the  men  seemed  to  think  it  would  be 
too  much  for  them.  A  man  named  Davis  took  the 
helm ;  he  had  saved  many  a  life  on  that  coast  in  his 
day. 

The  intense  darkness  of  the  night,  coupled  with 
the  fury  of  the  winds  and  waves,  were  such  that  no 
men,  save  those  who  were  used  to  such  scenes,  would 
have  believed  it  possible  that  any  boat  could  live 


94  THE  LIFEBOAT. 

in  so  wild  a  storm.  In  addition  to  this  the  cold 
was  excessive,  and  the  spray  broke  over  them  so 
continuously  that  the  pump  had  to  be  kept  going  in 
order  to  prevent  their  getting  filled  altogether. 

It  was  a  long  weary  pull  to  the  Gull  light-ship 
When  they  reached  it  they  hailed  those  on  board, 
and  asked  where  away  the  wreck  was. 

"  Eight  down  to  leeward,  on  the  Sand-head,"  was 
the  reply. 

Away  went  the  lugger  before  the  gale  with  just  a 
corner  of  the  foresail  hoisted.  It  was  not  long 
before  they  came  in  sight  of  the  breakers  on  the 
Sands.  Here  they  were  obliged  to  put  out  the  oars 
and  exercise  the  utmost  caution,  lest  they  should 
incur  the  fate  from  which  they  had  come  out  to 
rescue  others.  Davis  knew  the  shoals  and  chan- 
nels well,  and  dropped  down  as  far  as  he  dared,  but 
no  wreck  of  any  kind  was  to  be  seen. 

"D'ye  see  anything?"  shouted  Davis  to  Long 
Orrick,  who  was  in  the  bow. 

Orrick's  reply  was  inaudible,  for  the  shrieking  of 
the  gale,  and  the  roar  of  breakers  drowned  his  voice. 

At  that  moment  a  huge  wave  broke  at  a  consider- 
able distance  a-head  of  them,  and  against  its  white 
crest  something  like  the  mast  of  a  vessel  was  dis- 
cerned for  an  instant 

*  God  help  them  I"  muttered  Davis  to  himself ; 
"if  they're  as  far  as  that  on  the  sands  them's  no 
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chance  for  them,  unless,  indeed,  the  Broadstairs 
or  Eamsgate  lifeboat  finds  'em  out.  Let  go  the 
anchors!"  he  shouted ;  " look  sharp,  lads !" 

The  anchor  was  let  go,  and  the  lugger  was  veered 
down  by  its  cable  as  far  in  the  direction  of  the  wreck 
as  possible,  but  the  boat  was  so  large  and  drew  so 
much  water  that  they  could  not  even  get  within 
sight  of  the  wreck.  In  these  circumstances  the  men 
nestled  as  they  best  might  under  the  lee  of  the 
boat's  sides,  and  prepared  to  ride  out  the  storm,  or 
at  least  to  remain  at  anchor  there  until  day-light 
should  enable  them  to  act  with  more  precision  and 
safety. 

Fortunately  for  all  parties  concerned,  other  eyes 
and  ears  had  been  on  the  watch  that  night.  At 
Broadstairs,  which  lies  a  little  to  the  north  of  Deal, 
the  crew  of  the  lifeboat  had  been  on  the  look-out, 
and  no  sooner  did  they  see  the  rocket  and  hear  the 
gun,  than  they  launched  their  boat  and  put  off  to 
the  rescue. 

It  is  generally  found  that  there  are  more  men  to 
man  the  lifeboats  on  many  parts  of  our  coasts  than 
are  required,  and  this  is  specially  the  case  on  the 
Kentish  coast.  Hence,  when  the  signal-rocket  goes 
up  on  a  stormy  night,  many  eager  eyes  are  on  the 
watch,  and  there  is  a  rush  to  the  boat  in  order  to 
secure  a  place.  On  this  occasion  there  were  one  or 
two  men  who,  rather  than  wait  to  pull  on  their 
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oilskin  coats  and  pantaloons,  had  run  down  just  as 
they  happened  to  be  clothed  at  the  time,  and  in 
a  very  unfit  state  to  face  the  inclemency  of  a  night 
which  might  involve  hours  of  unremitting  and  ex- 
haustive labour.  These  jumped  into  their  places, 
however,  and  their  less  fortunate  comrades,  who 
arrived  too  late,  supplied  them  with  garments.  In 
five  minutes  the  lifeboat  was  flying  under  sail  to- 
wards the  Goodwin  Sands. 

Seldom  had  the  Broadstairs  boat  faced  so  wild  a 
storm  as  that  which  blew  on  this  occasion.  The 
seas  broke  over  her  in  cataracts.  Again  and  again 
she  was  more  than  half- filled  with  water,  but  this 
was  speedily  got  rid  of,  and  in  the  course  of  an  hour 
she  was  beside  the  lugger. 

"Where  away?"  shouted  the  coxswain  of  the 
lifeboat  as  they  passed. 

"Eight  ahead,  not  two  cable's  lengths/  roared 
Davis. 

The  sails  of  the  lifeboat  had  already  been  lowered, 
and  the  oars  were  out  in  a  second.  Gradually  and 
slowly  they  dropped  down  towards  the  breakers, 
and  soon  caught  sight  of  the  mast  of  the  "  Nancy," 
still  towering  up  in  the  midst  of  the  angry  waters. 

The  danger  to  the  lifeboat  was  now  very  great, 
for  there  was  such  a  wild  chopping  sea  on  the  sands 
that  it  ran  great  risk  of  being  upset  The  boat  was 
one  of  the  old-fashioned  stamp,  which,  although  in- 
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capable  of  being  sunk,  was  not  secure  against  being 
overturned,  and  it  did  not  possess  that  power  of 
righting  itself  which  characterizes  the  lifeboats  of 
the  present  day. 

In  a  few  minutes  they  were  near  enough  to  see 
the  mast  of  the  "  Nancy"  dimly  in  the  dark.  The 
coxswain  immediately  gave  the  order  to  let  go  the 
anchor  and  veer  down  towards  the  wreck.  Just  at 
he  did  so,  a  terrific  sea  came  rolling  towards  them 
like  a  black  mountain. 

"  Look  out,  men  ! "  he  shouted. 

Every  man  let  go  his  oar,  and,  throwing  himself 
on  the  thwart,  embraced  it  with  all  his  might.  The 
wave  went  right  over  them,  sweeping  the  boat  from 
stem  to  stern  ;  but  as  it  had  met  the  sea  stern-on  it 
was  not  overturned.  It  was  completely  filled,  how- 
ever, and  some  time  was  necessarily  lost  in  freeing 
it  of  water.  The  oars,  being  attached  to  the  sides 
of  the  boat  by  lanyards,  were  not  carried  away. 

In  a  few  minutes  they  had  veered  down  under  the 
lee  of  the  wreck. 

The  crew  and  passengers  of  the  "  Nancy"  were 
still  clinging  to  the  cross-trees,  benumbed  and  almost 
unable  to  speak  or  move  when  the  lifeboat  ap- 
proached. With  the  exception  of  Bax  and  Blue- 
nose,  they  were  all  so  thoroughly  exhausted  as  to  have 
become  comparatively  indifferent  to,  and  therefore 
ignorant  of,  all  that  was  going  on  around  them. 
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All  their  energies  were  required  to  enable  them 
simply  to  retain  their  position  on  the  rigging.  At 
first  the  sight  of  the  rockets  from  the  light-ship, 
and  her  lanterns  gleaming  in  the  far  distance,  had 
aroused  feelings  of  hope,  but  as  hour  after  hour 
passed  away  the  most  of  the  unhappy  people  fell 
into  a  sort  of  stupor  or  indifference,  and  the  lights 
were  no  longer  regarded  with  hopeful  looks. 

When  the  lugger  came  towards  them  and  anchored 
outside  the  Sands,  it  was  so  dark  that  none  but 
sharp  eyes  could  make  her  out  through  the  blinding 
spray.  Bai  and  Bluenose  descried  her,  but  both 
of  them  were  so  well  aware  of  the  impossibility  of  a 
large  boat  venturing  among  the  shoals  and  breakers 
that  they  tacitly  resolved  not  to  acquaint  their  com- 
rades with  its  presence,  lest  they  should  raise  false 
hopes,  which,  when  disappointed,  might  plunge  them 
into  still  deeper  despair. 

Very  different,  however,  were  the  feelings  with 
which  they  beheld  the  approach  of  the  lifeboat, 
which  the  practised  eye  of  Bax  discerned  long  before 
she  came  alongside. 

"The  lifeboat!"  said  Bar  sharply  in  the  ear  of 
Bluenose,  who  was  close  beside  him,  "  Look !  am  I 
right?" 

"  So  'tis,  I  do  b'liere,"  cried  the  captain,  staring 
intently  in  the  direction  indicated  by  his  friend's 
outstretched  hand. 
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"  life-boat  ahoy !"  shouted  Bax,  in  a  voice  that 
rang  loud  and  strong  above  the  whistling  winds, 
like  the  blast  of  a  brazen  trumpet 

"  Wreck  ahoy !"  cried  the  coxswain  of  the  boat> 
and  the  cry,  borne  towards  them  by  the  gale,  fell 
upon  the  ears  of  those  on  the  mast  like  the 
voice  of  Hope  shouting  "  Victory  !"  over  the  demon 
Despair. 

"  Cheer  up,  Lucy  !  Ho !  comrades,  look  alive, 
here  comes  the  lifeboat !" 

Bax  accompanied  these  words  with  active  prepa- 
rations for  heaving  a  rope  and  otherwise  facilitating 
their  anticipated  escape.  Guy  was  the  first  to 
respond  to  the  cry.  Having  placed  himself  in  a 
very  exposed  position  in  order  that  his  person  might 
shelter  Lucy  Burton,  he  had  been  benumbed  more 
thoroughly  than  his  comrades,  but  his  blood  was 
young,  and  it  only  wanted  the  call  to  action  to 
restore  him  to  the  full  use  of  his  powers  and  facul- 
ties. Not  so  with  the  missionary.  He  had  become 
almost  insensible,  and,  but  for  the  effort  to  protect 
his  child  which  animated  and  sustained  him,  must 
certainly  have  fallen  into  the  sea.  Some  of  the 
men,  too,  were  utterly  helpless.  Their  stiffened 
hands,  indeed,  maintained  a  death-like  gripe  of  the 
ropes,  but  otherwise  they  were  quite  incapable  of 
helping  themselves. 

As  for  Lucy,  she  bad  been  so  well  cared  for  and 
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protected  from  the  bitter  fury  of  the  wind,  that, 
although  much  exhausted,  terrified,  and  shaken,  she 
was  neither  so  benumbed  nor  so  helpless  as  some  of 
her  less  fortunate  companions. 

Presently  the  lifeboat  was  close  on  the  lee  side  of 
the  mast,  and  a  cheer  burst  from  her  crew  when 
they  saw  the  number  of  survivors  on  the  cross-trees. 

"  Look  out !"  cried  the  man  in  the  bow  of  the 
boat,  as  he  swung  a  heavily-loaded  stick  round  his 
head,  and  flung  it  over  the  mast.  The  light  line 
attached  to  this  was  caught  by  Bax,  and  by  means 
of  it  a  stout  rope  was  drawn  from  the  boat  to  the 
mast  of  the  "  Nancy"  and  made  fast 

And  now  came  the  most  dangerous  and  difficult 
part  of  the  service.  Besides  the  danger  of  the  mast 
being  broken  by  the  violence  of  the  increasing 
storm  and  hurled  upon  the  lifeboat,  an  event  which 
would  have  insured  its  destruction,  there  was  the 
risk  of  the  boat  herself  being  stove  against  the 
mast  by  the  lashing  waves  which  spun  her  on  their 
white  crests  or  engulfed  her  in  their  black  hol- 
lows, as  if  she  had  been  a  cork.  The  greatest  care 
was  therefore  requisite  in  approaching  the  wreck, 
and  when  this  was  accomplished  there  still  remained 
the  difficulty  of  getting  the  exhausted  crew  into  the 
boat. 

Had  they  all  been  young  and  strong  like  Bax  or 
Guy,  they  could  have  slid  down  the  rope  at  the 
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risk  of  nothing  worse  than  a  few  braises ;  but  with 
several  of  them  this  method  of  escape  was  impos- 
sible ; — with  Lucy  and  her  father  it  was,  in  any  cir- 
cumstances, out  of  the  question.  A  block  and  tackle 
were  therefore  quickly  rigged  up  by  Bluenose,  by 
which  they  were  lowered. 

Poor  Lucy  had  not  courage  to  make  the  attempt 
until  one  or  two  of  the  seamen  had  preceded  her,  it 
seemed  so  appalling  to  be  swung  off  the  mast  into 
the  black  raging  chaos  beneath  her  feet,  where  the 
lifeboat,  shrouded  partially  in  darkness  and  covered 
with  driving  spray,  appeared  to  her  more  like  a 
phantom  than  a  reality. 

"Come,  Miss  Lucy,"  said  Bax,  tenderly,  "I'll 
fasten  the  rope  round  myself  and  be  swung  down 
with  you  in  my  arms." 

Lucy  would  not  hear  of  this.  "No,"  said  she 
firmly,  "  I  will  conquer  my  silly  fears;  here,  put  the 
rope  round  me." 

At  that  moment  a  wave  tossed  the  boat  so  high 
that  it  came  up  almost  to  the  level  of  the  mast- 
head, and  an  involuntary  cry  rose  from  some  of  the 
men,  who  thought  she  must  infallibly  be  dashed 
against  it  and  upset.  One  of  the  men  on  the  mast, 
seeing  the  boat  at  his  very  feet,  made  a  sudden 
spring  towards  it,  but  it  plunged  into  the  hollow  of 
the  passing  wave,  and,  missing  his  grasp,  he  fell 
with  a  wild  shriek  into  the  water.  He  was  swept 
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away  instantly.  This  so  unnerved  Lucy  that  she 
almost  fainted  in  her  father's  arms. 

"  Come,"  cried  Bax,  putting  the  end  of  the  rope 
round  his  waist,  "  we  must  not  trifle  thus." 

"  The  rope  won't  bear  ye  both,"  said  Bluenose. 
"  You're  too  heavy,  lad." 

"True,"  interrupted  Guy,  "let  me  do  it  I'm 
light,  and  strong  enough." 

Bax,  at  once  admitting  the  force  of  the  argument, 
undid  the  rope  without  hesitation,  and  fastened  it 
quickly  round  Guy's  waist.  The  latter  seized  Lucy 
in  his  arms,  and  in  a  moment  they  were  both  swing- 
ing in  the  air  over  the  wild  sea. 

Every  incident  in  this  thrilling  scene  now  passed 
with  the  speed  almost  of  thought.  The  boat  rose 
under  them.  Bax  at  once  let  the  rope  run.  Down 
they  went,  but  a  swirl  in  the  treacherous  waves 
swept  the  boat  two  or  three  fathoms  to  leeward.  In- 
stantly they  were  both  in  the  sea,  but  Guy  did  not 
loosen  his  hold  or  lose  his  presence  of  mind  for  a 
moment  Bax  hauled  on  the  rope  and  raised  him 
half  out  of  the  water  for  a  few  ieoonds ;  the  boat 
made  a  wild  sheer  towards  them,  and  the  mission- 
ary uttered  a  cry  of  agony  as  he  fancied  his  child 
was  about  to  be  run  down,  perhaps  killed,  before  his 
eyes ;  but  the  cry  was  transformed  into  a  shout  of 
joy  and  thanksgiving  when  he  SAW  one  of  the  life- 
boat's crew  seize  Guy  by  the  hair,  and  another  catch 
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his  daughter  by  a  portion  of  her  dress.  They  were 
quickly  pulled  into  the  boat 

To  save  the  remainder  was  now  a  matter  of  less 
difficulty.  The  missionary  was  the  only  one  left  on 
the  mast  who  was  not  able  more  or  less  to  take  care 
of  himself;  but  the  joy  consequent  on  seeing  his 
daughter  saved  infused  new  vigour  into  his  frame. 
He  and  the  others  were  finally  got  off — Bax  being 
the  last  to  quit  the  wreck — and  then  the  lifeboat 
pulled  away  from  the  dangerous  shoals  and  made 
for  the  land. 

Finding  it  impossible  to  reach  Broadstairs,  owing 
to  the  direction  of  the  gale,  they  pulled  in  an  oblique 
direction,  and,  after  narrowly  escaping  an  upset  more 
than  once,  gained  Deal  beach  not  far  from  San- 
down  Castle,  where  the  boat  was  run  ashore. 

Here  there  was  a  large  concourse  of  boatmen  and 
others  awaiting  them.  The  men  in  the  lugger, — 
seeing  the  lifeboat  come  up  and  feeling  that  the 
storm  was  almost  too  much  for  them,  and  that  their 
services  were  not  now  required, — had  returned  to 
the  shore  and  spread  the  news. 

The  instant  the  lifeboat  touched  the  shingle,  a 
huge  block  and  tackle  were  hooked  on  to  her,  the 
capstan  connected  with  these  was  already  manned, 
and  the  boat  was  run  up  high  and  dry  with  the  crew 
in  her. 

The  cheers  and  congratulations  that  followed  were 
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checked,  however,  when  the  discovery  was  made  that 
Guy  Foster  was  lying  in  a  state  of  insensibility  ! 

When  the  boat  sheered  towards  him  and  Lucy, 
as  already  described,  he  had  seen  the  danger  and 
warded  it  away  from  the  girl  by  turning  his  own 
person  towards  it.  No  one  knew  that  he  had  been 
hurt.  Indeed,  he  himself  had  scarcely  felt  the  blow, 
but  a  deep  cut  had  been  made  in  his  head,  which 
bled  so  copiously  that  he  had  lain  down  and  gra- 
dually became  insensible. 

His  head  was  bandaged  by  Bluenose  in  a  rough 
and  ready  fashion ;  a  couple  of  oars  with  a  sail  rolled 
round  them  were  quickly  procured,  and  on  this  he 
was  borne  off  the  beach,  followed  by  his  friends  and 
a  crowd  of  sympathisers. 

"Where  to  ?"  inquired  one  of  the  men  who  sup- 
ported the  litter. 

"  To  Sandhill  Cottage,"  said  Bax ;  "  if  s  his  mother's 
house,  and  about  as  near  as  any  other  place.  Step 
out,  lads  !* 

Before  they  were  off  the  beach  the  dull  report  of 
a  cannon-shot  was  heard.  It  came  from  the  light- 
ship, and  immediately  after  a  rocket  flew  up,  indi- 
cating by  the  direction  in  which  it  sloped  that  another 
vessel  was  in  distress  on  the  shoals. 

All  thought  of  those  who  had  just  been  rescued 
was  forgotten  by  the  crew  of  the  lifeboat.  Those  of 
them  who  had  not  been  too  much  exhausted  by  pre- 
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nous  toil  and  exposure  leaped  into  their  seats.  The 
places  of  those  who  were  unable  to  go  off  again  were 
instantly  filled  by  eager  boatmen.  Dozens  of  stout 
vms  thrust  her — crew  and  all  seated  as  they  were — 
dot  n  into  the  lashing  surf.  There  was  a  short  sharp 
struggle  between  the  sturdy  men  and  the  heavy 
rollers,  which  threatened  not  only  to  swamp  the 
boat-  but  to  hurl  her  back,  stem  over  stern,  upon  the 
shingle,  and  in  a  few  minutes  more  she  was  forcing 
her  way  through  wind,  and  waves,  and  spray,  on 
this  her  second  errand  of  mercy  that  night  to  the 
Goodwin  Sands. 
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CHAPTER  VIL 

THB  WIDOW'S  OOTTAQ*. 

"  ABOUT  a  thousand  ships  are  wrecked,  and  nearly 
a  thousand  lives  are  lost  on  the  shores  of  this  country 
every  year"  was  still  the  burden  of  Mrs.  Foster's 
dreams  when  she  was  aroused  by  a  loud  knock- 
ing at  the  door  of  her  cottage,  and  the  sound  of 
confused  voices  and  trampling  of  many  feet  outside. 

"  Ho !  goodness  gracious  me,  ma'am,"  cried  worthy 
Mrs.  Laker,  bursting  into  her  mistress's  apartment — 
"  if  here  ain't  a  thousand  robbers  as  is  come  for  to 
pillidge  the  'ouse  an'  trample  down  the  garding.  It's 
from  the  hattic  winder,  I  see  'em  with  the  moon,  if 
w*ant  the  lightenin'  a  glanshin'  on  their  'orrid  faces 
as  is  never  shaved  nor  washed,  and  it's  bin  my  dream 
from  the  years  of  unsuspectious  hinfancy,  as  is  come 
for  to  pass  now  in  the  days  of  my  womanhood,  with 
dead  bodies  carry  in'  too,  Vich  is  wuss.  Ho  !  dear, 
wot  shall  I  do  !" 

"  Go  and  put  on  your  clothes  while  I  open  the 
door,"  said  Amy  liussel,  entering  hastily  at  the 
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moment  in  a  state  of  comparative  dishabille,  with  a 
shawl  thrown  round  her.  **  Dear  mama,  don't  be 
alarmed  ;  it  must  be  a  mistake.  They  cannot  mean 
us  any  harm,  I  am  certain,  May  I  go  and  open  the 
door?" 

"  Open  the  door  !"  shrieked  Mrs.  Laker  in  the 
tone  of  one  almost  paralysed  by  astonishment ;  "  open 
the  door  to  a  thousand  robbers  with  swords,  and  guns, 
and  blood,  and  dead  bodies  !" 

As  Mrs.  Laker  was  robed  in  her  night-gown, 
and  stood  erect,  with  her  arms  extended  and  her 
hair  dishevelled,  she  looked  dreadfully  tragic  and 
awful,  while  these  fearful  words  flowed  from  her 
pale  lips. 

"  Hush,  Laker,"  said  Mrs.  Foster,  hastily  throwing 
on  her  garments  with  trembling  hands,  while  she 
made  a  strong  effort  to  restrain  her  agitation,  "  go, 
dear  Amy,  and  ask  what  they  want ;  but  don't  open 
the  door." 

She  followed  Amy  to  the  landing  outside,  leaving 
Mrs.  Laker,  glaring  in  sceptical  amazement,  in  the 
middle  of  the  room.  Presently,  Amy  was  heard 
down  stairs  speaking  through  the  key-hole.  A 
man's  voice  replied ;  there  was  a  suppressed  scream 
and  immediately  the  outer  door  was  unlocked,  the 
chain  removed,  and  the  bolts  withdrawn.  This  was 
followed  by  the  heavy  tramp  of  men  in  the  passage 
below,  and  a  wild  shriek  from  Mrs.  Foster. 
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Mrs.  Laker,  still  standing  with  uplifted  arms  in 
the  middle  of  the  bedroom  and  livid  with  terror, 
glared  round  in  search  of  a  place  of  refuge,  and 
gasped  horribly.  Her  eye  fell  on  the  bed  from 
which  her  mistress  had  issued.  With  a  spring  that 
would  have  done  her  credit  in  the  days  of  her  girl- 
hood, she  plunged  into  it,  head  first,  and  rolled  her- 
self tight  up  in  the  clothes,  where  she  lay,  quaking 
and  listening  intently. 

"  It's  only  a  cut  in  the  head,  and  a  little  blood, 
ma'am,  don't  be  alarmed,"  said  the  gruff  voice  of 
Bluenose,  as  the  footsteps  ascended  the  stair,  and 
approached  the  bedroom. 

"  Cut"  and  "  blood"  were  the  only  words  in  this 
speech  which  made  any  impression  on  poor  Mrs. 
Laker,  who  trembled  so  violently  that  the  curtains 
around  her  shook  again. 

"  Lay  him  in  my  bed,"  said  Mrs.  Foster,  in  an 
agitated  voice. 

"  Wy,  the  bed's  all  alive— 0  !"  exclaimed  Blue- 
nose,  in  surprise. 

"  0  Laker !  what  are  you  doing  there  ?  get  out, 
quick" 

"  Mercy,  good  men,  mercy ;  I " 

The  sentence  was  cut  short  by  a  wild  yell,  as  her 
eye  fell  on  the  pale  and  bloody  face  of  Guy.  She 
tumbled,  clothes  and  all,  over  the  side  of  the  bed  in 
a  dead  faint,  and  rolled,  in  a  confused  white  heap, 
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to  the  very  feet  of  her  astounded  brother,  Captain 
Bluenose. 

"  Well,  if  this  don't  beat  Trafalgar  all  to  sticks  I" 
exclaimed  the  captain. 

"  Come,  attend  to  Guy,"  said  Bax,  in  a  deep,  com- 
manding voice. 

He  lifted  up  Mrs.  Laker  and  the  bed-clothes  as 
if  she  had  been  a  large  washing,  and  carried  her 
down  to  her  own  apartment, — guided  by  Tommy 
Bogey,  who  knew  the  way, — where  he  placed  her 
in  bed,  and  left  her  to  recover  as  she  best  might. 

Bax  had  taken  the  precaution  to  despatch  a  mes- 
senger for  a  doctor  before  they  left  the  beach,  so 
that  Guy's  hurt  was  soon  examined,  dressed,  and 
pronounced  to  be  a  mere  trifle  which  rest  would 
heal  in  a  few  days.  Indeed,  Guy  recovered  con- 
sciousness soon  after  being  brought  into  the  cottage, 
and  told  his  mother  with  his  own  lips  that  he  was 
"  quite  well."  This,  and  the  doctor's  assurances,  so 
relieved  the  good  lady,  that  she  at  once  transferred 
much  of  her  anxious  care  to  the  others  who  had 
been  wrecked  along  with  her  son. 

Lucy  was  placed  in  the  hands  of  the  sympathetic 
Amy  Russel,  and  conducted  by  her  to  her  own 
room,  where  she  obtained  dry  clothing.  As  for 
the  others,  they  dried  themselves  by  the  kitchen 
fire,  which  was  stirred  up  vigorously  by  the  now 
restored  and  repentant  Laker,  who  also  busied  her- 
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self  in  spreading  a  repast  for  the  shipwrecked  men. 
Mrs.  Foster  did  the  same  for  a  select  few,  whom 
she  meant  to  entertain  in  the  parlour. 

*  Who  is  that  handsome  sailor,"  said  Amy,  as  she 
assisted  Lucy  Burton  to  dress,  "the  one,  I  mean, 
who  came  up  with  Guy  ?" 

"There  were  four  who  came  up  with  Guy,"  re- 
plied Lucy,  smiling. 

"  True,"  said  Amy,  blushing  (she  blushed  easily), 
"  but  I  mean  the  very  tall,  dark  man,  with  the  black 
curling  hair. 

"  Ah !  you  mean  the  man  who  carried  good  Mrs. 
Laker  down  stairs  in  a  bundle,"  said  Lucy  with  a 
merry  laugh. 

"Yes,"  cried  Amy,  echoing  the  laugh,  "who  is 
he?" 

"  Why,  you  ought  to  know  him,"  said  Lucy,  with 
a  look  of  surprise,  "  he  resides  near  you ;  at  least  he 
was  one  of  the  boatmen  of  your  own  coast,  before 
he  became  captain  of  the  '  Nancy.'  His  name  is 
Bar." 

"  Bax !"  echoed  Amy,  "  is  he  Bax  ?  Oh,  I  know 
Bax  well  by  name.  He  is  a  friend  of  Guy,  and 
a  celebrated  man  on  this  coast.  He  is  sometimes 
called  the  Stormy  Petrel,  because  he  is  always 
sure  to  be  found  on  the  beach  in  the  wildest  gales ; 
sometimes  he  is  called  the  Life  Preserver,  on  account 
of  the  many  lives  he  has  saved  Strange,"  said  Amy 
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musingly,  "  that  I  should  have  pictured  him  to  my- 
self so  like  what  he  turns  out  to  be.  He  is  my 
beait-iddal  of  a  hero !" 

"He  it  a  hero,"  said  Lucy,  with  such  sudden 
enthusiasm  that  her  new  friend  looked  up  in  her 
face  in  surprise.  "You  do  not  know,"  continued 
Lucy,  in  some  confusion,  "  that  he  saved  my  life  not 
much  more  than  twenty-four  hours  ago." 

Amy  expressed  deep  interest  in  this  matter,  and 
begged  to  hear  all  about  it.  Lucy,  nothing  loath, 
related  the  event  circumstantially;  and  Amy,  gazing 
earnestly  in  her  beautiful  animated  countenance, 
sighed  and  regarded  her  with  an  expression  of  sad 
interest, — also  with  feelings  which  she  herself  could 
not  understand. 

"  But  how  comes  it  that  you  have  never  seen  Bax 
till  to-night  ?"  inquired  Lucy,  when  she  had  finished 
her  narrative. 

"  Because  I  have  not  been  very  long  here,"  said 
Amy,  "  and  Bax  had  ceased  to  dwell  regularly  on  the 
coast  about  the  time  I  was  saved,  and  came  to  live 
with  Mrs.  Foster." 

"  Saved ! — Mrs.  Foster !"  exclaimed  Lucy. 

"  Yes,  Mrs.  Foster  is  not  my  mother." 

"  And  Guy  is  not  your  brother?"  said  Lucy,  with 
a  glance  so  quick  and  earnest,  that  Amy  felt  a  little 
confused. 

"  No,  he  is  not,"  said  she,  "  but  he  saved  mv  life  at 
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the  end  of  Ramsgate  pier,  and  ever  since  then  I  have 
lived  with  his  mother." 

It  was  now  Lucy's  turn  to  express  deep  interest 
She  begged  to  have  the  circumstances  related  to  her 
and  Amy,  nothing  loath,  told  her  how  Guy  had 
plunged  into  the  sea  when  no  one  else  observed  her 
danger,  and  caught  her  just  as  she  was  sinking. 

As  Amy  told  her  story  with  animation,  and  spoke 
of  Guy,  with  sparkling  eyes,  and  a  rich  glow  on  her 
fair  cheek,  Lucy  gazed  at  her  with  grave  interest, 
and  felt  sensations  in  her  breast,  which  were  quite 
new  to  her,  and  altogether  incomprehensible. 

Three  times  had  Mrs.  Laker  been  sent  to  knock 
at  Amy's  door,  and  inform  the  young  ladies  that 
supper  awaited  them,  before  they  completed  their 
toilet,  and  descended  to  the  drawing-room. 

Laker  called  it  supper,  becaur  a  she  could  not  con- 
scientiously give  the  name  of  breakfast  to  a  meal 
extemporised  about  four  o'clock  in  the  morning ! 

Mr,  Burton  and  Bluenose  were  already  seated  at 
the  table,  Bax  stood  near  the  fireplace  bending 
down  to  Mrs.  Foster,  who  was  looking  up  in  his  face, 
shaking  his  hand,  and  thanking  him,  with  tears  in 
her  eyes,  for  having  saved  her  son's  life  !  Bax  was 
much  perplexed  by  this  view  of  the  matter,  taken 
and  obstinately  held  to  by  the  widow. 

"  Eeally,  ma'am,"  said  he,  with  a  deprecatory  smile, 
"you  are  mistaken,  I  assure  you.  I  did  not  save 
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Guy's  life — on  the  contrary,  he  saved  mine  this 
night ;  for  if  he  had  not  jumped  well  to  wind'ard 
with  the  line  and  caught  hold  of  the  old  foremast, 
where  Tommy  and  I  were  perched  like  two  birds — " 

"  Ha,"  interrupted  Bluenose,  bluntly,  "  you'd  both 
'a  bin  in  Davy  Jones'  locker  by  this  time ;  for  I 
see'd  the  old  stick  myself,  not  three  minits  arter,  go 
by  the  board  like  the  stem  of  a  baccy  pipe." 

It  was  just  as  Bluenose  concluded  this  speech  that 
the  young  ladies  entered  the  room. 

"  Come,"  cried  Bax,  turning  quickly  towards  Lucy, 
who  advanced  first,  "  here  is  another  witness  to  the 
fact.  Do  try,  Miss  Burton,  to  convince  Mrs.  Foster 
that  I  did  not—" 

Bax  paused,  for  his  glance  fell  at  that  moment  on 
Amy  Russel,  whom  he  had  not  observed  in  the  con- 
fusion of  their  first  appearance  in  the  cottage. 

"  My  adopted  daughter,"  said  Mrs.  Foster,  taking 
Amy  by  the  hand  and  leading  her  forward ;  "  shake 
hands  with  Mr.  Bax,  darling,  who  has  saved  Guy's 
life  to-night." 

Bax  held  Amy's  white  little  hand  for  one  moment 
as  tenderly  as  if  he  were  afraid  his  own  iron  muscles 
might  injure  it. 

"  I  see,"  said  he,  with  a  smile,  "  that  I  must  sub- 
mit to  be  misrepresented  until  Guy  himself  comes 
to  defend  me." 

Amy  glanced  at  Lucy  and  blushed.    Lucy  glanced 
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at  Amy  and  looked  confused ;  then  the  whole  party 
laughed,  and  Bluenose  said  that  for  his  part  he  didn't 
see  no  savin'  o'  life  one  way  or  other,  'xcepting  as 
regarded  the  lifeboat,  which  he  wos  bound  for  to  say 
had  saved  the  whole  lot  of  'em,  and  that  was  all 
about  it;  whereupon  they  all  sat  down  to  supper, 
and  the  missionary  asked  a  blessing ;  thanking  God 
for  their  recent  deliverance,  and  praying  in  a  few 
earnest  words  for  continued  favour. 

Bluenose  was  a  man  of  peculiar  and  decided 
character.  He  did  not  at  all  relish  his  position  in 
the  drawing-room  when  he  thought  of  his  sister  Mrs. 
Laker  supping  in  the  kitchen.  Being  an  impulsive 
man,  he  seized  his  cap,  and  said  abruptly  to  his 
hostess : 

"I'll  tell  'ee  wot  it  is,  mann,  I  aint  used  to  this 
'ere  sort  o'  thing.  If  you'll  eicudge  me,  mann,  111 
go  an'  'ave  my  snack  with  Bess  i'  the  kitchen.  Bax, 
there,  he's  a  sort  o'  gen'leman  by  natur'  as  well  as 
hedication  ;  b"t  as  for  me  I'm  free  to  say  as  I  prefers 
the  fo'gsl  to  the  cabin — no  offence  meant.  Come 
along,  Tommy,  and  bring  yer  pannikin  along  with 
'ee,  lad,  you're  like  a  fish  out  o'  water  too." 

So  saying,  Captain  Bluenose  bowed  to  the  com- 
pany with  what  he  meant  to  be  an  affable  and  apolo- 
getic air,  and  quitted  the  room  without  waiting  for 
*  reply. 

*  Ah,  Broenose,"  said  Mrs.  Laker,  aa  her  brother 
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entered,  cap  in  hand,  and  seated  himself  among  the 
men  of  the  "  Nancy,"  who  were  doing  full  justice  to 
Mrs.  Foster's  hospitality,  "  I  thought  ye  wouldn't  be 
long  in  the  parlour,  for  you  aint  bin  used  to  'igh 
life,  an'  w'y  should  you  ?  as  was  born  of  poor  but 
respectible  parients,  not  but  that  the  parients  of  the 
rich  may  be  respectible  also,  I  don't  go  for  to  im- 
pinge no  one,  sit  down,  Tommy,  my  dear  child, 
only  think !  'ee's  bin  'alf  drownded,  an'  'is  mother 
dead  only  two  year  next  Whitsuntide;  sit  down, 
Tommy,  wot  11  ye  'ave  ?" 

Tommy  said  he  would  have  a  bit  of  beef-steak 
pie ; — got  it,  and  set  to  work  immediately. 

It  may  be  as  well  to  state  here  that  Mrs.  Lakei 
was  not  a  married  woman,  but,  having  reached  a 
certain  age,  she  deemed  it  advisable,  in  order  to 
maintain  the  dignity  of  her  character  and  personal 
appearance  (which  latter  was  stout  and  matronly) 
to  dub  herself  Mrs. — Laker  being  her  maiden  name. 
This  statement  involves  a  further  explanation,  inas- 
much as  it  establishes  the  fact  that  Bluenose  ought, 
in  simple  justice  and  propriety,  to  have  gone  by  the 
name  of  Laker  also. 

But  on  the  beach  of  Deal  justice  and  propriety  in 
regard  to  names  are  not  necessarily  held  in  great 
repute.  At  least  they  were  not  so  a  few  years  ago. 
Smuggling,  as  has  been  said,  was  rather  prevalent  in 
days  gone  by.  Indeed  the  man  who  was  not  a  smuggle! 
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was  an  exception  to  the  rule,  if  such  a  man  ever 
existed.  During  their  night  expeditions,  boatmen 
were  often  under  the  necessity  of  addressing  each 
other  in  hoarse  whispers,  at  times  and  in  circum- 
stances when  coast-guard  ears  were  uncommonly 
acute.  Hence,  in  order  to  prevent  inconvenient 
recognition,  the  men  were  wont  to  give  each  other 
nicknames,  which  nicknames  descended  frequently 
to  their  offspring. 

The  father  of  Captain  Bluenose  and  of  Mrs. 
Laker  had  been  a  notorious  scamp  about  the  begin- 
ning of  this  century,  at  which  period  Deal  may  be 
said  to  have  been  in  full  swing  in  regard  to  smug- 
gling and  the  French  war.  The  old  smuggler  was 
uncommonly  well  acquainted  with  the  towns  of 
Calais,  Gravelines,  Dunkerque,  Nieuport,  and 
Ostende — notwithstanding  that  they  lay  in  the 
enemy's  country.  He  had  also  enough  of  bad 
French  to  enable  hnn  to  carry  on  his  business, 
and  was  addicted  to  French  brandy.  It  was  the 
latter  circumstance  which  turned  his  nose  purple ; 
procuring  for  him,  as  well  as  entailing  on  his  son, 
the  name  of  Bluenose,  a  name  which  our  Captain 
certainly  did  not  deserve,  seeing  that  his  nose  was 
fiery  red  in  colour, — perhaps  a  little  too  fat  to  be 
styled  classic,  but,  on  the  whole,  a  most  respectable 
nose. 

Few  of  the  boatmen  of  Deal  went  by  their  right 
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names  j  but  such  soubriquets  as  Doey,  Jack  Onion, 
Skys'lyard  Dick,  Mackerel,  Trappy,  Rodney  Nick, 
Sugarplum,  etc.,  were  common  enough.  Perchance 
they  are  not  obsolete  at  the  present  day ! 

While  the  crew  of  the  "  Nancy"  were  making 
merry  in  the  kitchen,  the  parlour  bell  rang  violently, 
and  Laker  disappeared  from  the  scene. 

"You're  wanted,  Tommy,  darling,"  said  the 
worthy  woman,  returning  promptly. 

Tommy  rose  and  was  ushered  into  the  parlour. 

"  Little  boy,"  said  Mrs.  Foster,  "  my  son  Guy  has 
sent  a  message  requiring  your  attendanca  I  tried 
to  prevent  him  seeing  you;  but  he  insists  on  it. 
Come,  I  will  take  you  to  his  room.  You  must  try, 
child,  and  not  encourage  him  to  talk.  It  will  be 
bad  for  him,  I  fear." 

"  Leave  us,  mother,  dear,"  said  Guy,  as  they  en- 
tered ;  "  I  wish  to  be  alone  with  Tommy,  only  for 
ten  minutes — not  longer." 

Mrs.  Foster  tried  to  remonstrate,  but  an  impatient 
gesture  from  her  son  induced  her  to  quit  the  room. 

M  You  can  write,  Tommy  ?" 

"  Yes,  sir.     I—  I  hope  you  aint  much  hurt,  sir  ?" 

"  Oh  no ! — a  mere  scratch.  It 's  only  the  loss  of 
blood  that  weakens  me.  Ill  be  all  right  in  a  few 
days.  Now,  sit  down  at  that  table  and  take  a  pen. 
Are  you  ready  ?w 

Tommy  said  that  he  was,  and  Guy  Foster  dictated 


118  THE  LIFEBOAT. 

the  following  note  to  Mr.  Denhaiu,  of  the  house  of 
Denh&m,  Crumps,  and  Co.  :  — 


"  DEAR  UNCLE,  —  I'm  sorry  to  have  to  inform  you 
that  the  '  Nancy'  ha§  become  a  total  wreck  on  the 
Goodwin  Sands.  The  cargo  has  been  entirely  lost 
—  also  two  of  the  hands. 

"  I  am  at  present  disabled,  from  the  effects  of  a 
blow  on  the  head  received  during  the  storm.  No 
doubt  Bax  will  be  up  immediately  to  give  you  par- 
ticulars. 

"  The  cause  of  the  loss  of  your  schooner  was,  in 
my  opinion,  unseaworthiness  of  vessel  and  stores.  — 
Your  affectionate  nephew, 

"  GUY  FOSTEB." 

"Hallo  !"  thought  Tommy,  "  that's  a  stinger  !" 
"  There,"  said  Guy,  as  he  attached  his  signature, 
"  fold  and  address  that,  and  be  off  with  it  as  fast  as 
you  can  to  the  post" 

Tommy  vanished  in  an  instant,  and  was  quickly  at 
the  post-office,  which  stood,  at  that  time,  near  the 
centre  of  the  town.  He  dropped  the  letter  in,  and 
having  thus  fulfilled  his  mission,  relapsed  into  that 
easy  swagger  or  roll  that  seems  to  be  the  natural  and 
characteristic  gait  of  Jack  when  ashore.  He  had  not 
proceeded  far  when  the  sound  of  voices  in  dispute 
attracted  his  ear.  The  gale  was  still  at  its  height, 
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and  the  noise  occasioned  by  its  whistling  among  the 
chimneys  and  whirling  round  street  corners  was  so 
great  that  the  words  uttered  by  the  speakers  were 
not  distinguishable.  Still  there  was  some  peculiarity 
in  the  tone  which  irresistibly  attracted  the  boy. 
Perhaps  Tommy  was  unusually  curious  that  night ; 
perhaps  he  was  smitten,  like  Haroun  Alraschid,  with 
a  desire  for  adventure ;  but  whatever  was  the  truth 
in  regard  to  this,  it  is  certain  that,  instead  of  passing 
on,  as  most  people  would  naturally  have  done,  Tommy 
approached  the  place  whence  the  sounds  proceeded 
with  cautious  steps — keeping  as  much  in  the  shade 
of  the  houses  as  possible,  although,  owing  to  the 
darkness  of  the  night,  this  latter  precaution  was 
unnecessary. 
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CHAPTER  VIII 

THE  LIVING  LEFT  AMONG  THE  DEAD— A  WILD  CHASE  ON  A  WILD 
NIGHT  STOPPED  BT  A  GHOST. 

ON  turning  the  corner  of  one  of  those  houses  on 
the  beach  of  Deal  which  stand  so  close  to  the  sea 
that  in  many  cases  they  occupy  common  ground 
with  the  boats,  Tommy  found  himself  suddenly  close 
to  a  group  of  men,  one  of  whom,  a  very  tall  man, 
was  addressing  the  others  in  an  excited  tone. 

"  111  tell  'ee  wot  it  is,  lads,  let's  put  'im  in  a  sack 
an'  leave  him  in  the  Great  Chapel  Field1  to  cool 
hisselT 

"  Sarve  him  right,  the  beggar,"  said  another  man, 
with  a  low  laugh,  "he's  spoilt  our  game  many  a 
night  What  say,  boys  ?  heave  'im  shoulder  high  ?" 

The  proposal  was  unanimously  agreed  to,  and  the 
party  went  towards  an  object  which  lay  recumbent 
on  the  ground,  near  to  one  of  those  large  capstans 
which  are  used  on  this  part  of  the  Kentish  coast  to 
haul  up  the  boats.  The  object  turned  out  to  be  a 
man,  bound  hand  and  foot,  and  with  a  handkerchief 

1  The  "  Great  Chapel  Field"  was  the  name  formerly  applied  by  tba 
boatmen  to  St.  George's  Churchyard. 
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tied  round  the  mouth  to  insure  silence.  Tommy 
was  so  near  that  he  had  no  difficulty  in  recognising 
in  this  unfortunate  the  person  of  old  Coleman,  the 
member  of  the  coast-guard  who  had  been  most 
successful  in  thwarting  the  plans  of  the  smugglers 
for  some  years  past  Rendered  somewhat  despe- 
rate by  his  prying  disposition,  they  had  seized  him 
on  this  particular  night,  during  a  scuffle,  and  were 
now  about  to  dispose  of  him  in  a  time-honoured  way. 

Tommy  also  discovered  that  the  coast-guardman's 
captors  were  Long  Orrick,  Rodney  Nick,  and  a  few 
more  of  his  boatmen  acquaintances.  He  watched 
them  with  much  interest  as  they  enveloped  Cole- 
man's  burly  figure  in  a  huge  sack,  tied  it  over 
his  head,  and,  raising  him  on  their  shoulders,  bore 
him  away. 

Tommy  followed  at  a  safe  distance,  but  he  soon 
stopped,  observing  that  two  of  the  party  had  fallen 
behind  the  rest,  engaged  apparently  in  earnest  con- 
versation. They  stood  still  a  few  minutes  under 
the  lee  of  a  low-roofed  cottage.  Tommy  crept  as 
close  to  them  as  possible  and  listened. 

"  Come,  Eodney  Nick,"  said  one  of  the  two,  whose 
height  proclaimed  him  to  be  Long  Orrick,  "  a  feller 
can't  talk  in  the  teeth  o'  sick  a  gale  as  this.  Let's 
stand  in  the  lee  o'  this  old  place  here,  and  I'll  tell 
ye  in  two  minits  wot  I  wants  to  do.  You  see  that 
old  sinner  Jeph  refuses  pint-blank  to  let  me  use  his 
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'hide;'  he's  become  such  a  hypocrite  that  he  says 
he  won't  encourage  smugglin'." 

"  Well,  wot  then?"  inquired  Eodney  Nick. 

"Wy,  I  means  to  make  'im  give  in,"  returned 
Long  Orrick. 

"  An'  s'pose  he  won't  give  in  ?"  suggested  Rodney. 

"Then  I'll  cut  his  throat,"  replied  Orrick  fiercely. 

"  Then  I'll  have  nothing  to  do  with  it" 

"  Stop  !"  cried  the  other,  seizing  his  comrade  by  the 
arm  as  he  was  turning  to  go  away.  "  A  feller  might 
as  well  try  to  joke  with  a  jackass  as  with  you.  In 
coorse  I  don't  mean  that ;  but  I'll  threaten  the  old 
hypocrite  and  terrify  him  till  he's  half  dead,  and 
then  hell  give  in." 

"  He's  a  frail  old  man,"  said  Eodney ;  "  suppose 
he  should  die  with  fright  ?" 

"  Then  let  hi™  die !"  retorted  Long  Orrick 

M  Humph ;  and  s'pose  he  can't  be  terrified  ?" 

"  Oh !  get  along  with  yer  g'posin'.  Will  ye  go  or 
will  ye  not?  that's  the  question,  as  Shukspere's 
ghost  said  to  the  Hemperer  o'  Sweden." 

"  Just  you  an'  me  ?"  inquired  Kodney. 

u  Ain't  we  enough  for  an  old  man  ?" 

"  More  nor  enough,"  replied  Eodney,  with  a  touch 
of  sarcasm  in  his  tone,  "if  the  old  boy  han't  got 
friends  with  him.  Don't  ye  think  Bax  might  have 
took  a  fancy  to  spend  the  night  there  ?" 

"  No,"  said  Long  Orrick ;  "  Bax  is  at  supper  in 
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Sandhill  Cottage,  and  he  ain't  the  man  to  leave  good 
quarters  in  a  hurry.  But  if  yer  afraid,  well  go  with 
our  chums  to  the  churchyard  and  take  them  along 
with  us." 

Rodney  Nick  laughed  contemptuously,  but  made 
no  reply,  and  the  two  immediately  set  off  at  a  run 
to  overtake  their  comrades.  Tommy  Bogey  followed 
as  close  on  their  heels  as  he  prudently  could.  They 
reached  the  walls  of  St  George's  Church,  or  the 
"  Great  Chapel,"  almost  at  the  same  moment  with 
the  rest  of  the  party. 

The  form  of  the  old  church  could  be  dimly  seen 
against  the  tempestuous  sky  as  the  smugglers  halted 
under  the  lee  of  the  churchyard  wall  like  a  band  of 
black  ghosts  that  had  come  to  lay  one  of  their 
defunct  comrades,  on  a  congenial  night. 

At  the  north  end  of  the  burying-ground  of  St 
George's  Church  there  is  a  spot  of  ground  which  is 
pointed  out  to  visitors  as  being  the  last  resting- 
place  of  hundreds  of  the  unfortunate  men  who  fell 
in  the  sea-fights  of  our  last  war  with  France.  A 
deep  and  broad  trench  was  dug  right  across  the 
churchyard,  and  here  the  gallant  tars  were  laid  in 
ghastly  rows,  as  close  together  as  they  could  be 
packed.  Near  to  this  spot  stands  the  tomb  of  one 
of  Lord  Nelson's  young  officers,  and  beside  it  grows 
a  tree  against  which  Nelson  is  said  to  have  leaned 
when  he  attended  the  funeral 


124  THE  LIFEBOAT. 

It  was  just  a  few  yards  distant  from  this  tree  that 
the  smugglers  scaled  the  wall  and  lifted  over  the 
helpless  body  of  poor  Coleman.  They  did  it  expedi- 
tiously  and  in  dead  silence.  Carrying  him  into  the 
centre  of  the  yard,  they  deposited  the  luckless  coast- 
guardman  flat  on  his  back  beside  the  tomb  of  George 
Philpot,  a  maa  who  had  done  good  service  in  his 
day  and  generation — if  headstones  are  to  be  believed. 
The  inscription,  which  may  still  be  seen  by  the 
curious,  runs  thus  : — 

"  A  TBIBTJTB  TO  THI 

•KILL  AND  DKTKKUINED  COURA01 

07  THS  BOATMEN  OT  DEAL, 

AND  IS  MEMORY  0! 

GEOEGE  PHILPOT, 
WHO  DUD  MARCH  22,  1850. 

"  Full  many  lives  he  saved 
With  hi*  undaunted  crew  ; 
He  put  his  trust  in  Providence, 
And  eared  not  how  It  blew." 

In  the  companionship  of  such  noble  dead,  the  smug- 
glers left  Coleman  to  his  fate,  and  set  off  to  finish 
their  night's  work  at  old  Jeph's  humble  cottage. 

Tommy  Bogey  heard  them  chuckle  as  they  passed 
the  spot  where  he  lay  concealed  behind  a  tombstone, 
and  he  was  sorely  tempted  to  spring  up  with  an  un- 
earthly yell,  well  knowing  that  the  superstitious 
boatmen  would  take  him  for  one  risen  from  the  dead, 
and  fly  in  abject  terror  from  the  spot ;  but  recollect- 
ing the  importance  of  discretion  in  the  work  which 


THB  LIFEBOAT.  125 

now  devolved  on  Him,  he  prudently  restrained  him- 
self. 

The  instant  they  were  over  the  wall  Tommy  was  at 
Coleman's  side.  He  felt  the  poor  man  shudder,  and 
heard  him  gasp  as  he  cut  the  rope  that  tied  up  the 
mouth  of  the  sack ;  for  Coleman  knew  well  the  spot 
to  which  they  had  conveyed  him,  and  his  face,  when 
it  became  visible,  was  ghastly  white  and  covered 
with  a  cold  sweat  caused  by  the  belief  that  he  was 
being  opened  out  for  examination  by  some  inquisi- 
tive but  unearthly  visitor. 

"  It's  only  me,"  said  Tommy  with  an  involuntary 
laugh.  "  Hold  on,  I'll  set  you  free  in  no  time." 

"  Hah !"  coughed  Coleman  when  the  kerchief  was 
removed  from  his  month,  "  wot  a  'orrible  sensation 
it  is  to  be  choked  alive  !" 

"It  would  be  worse  to  be  choked  dead,"  said 
Tommy. 

"  Cut  the  lines  at  my  feet  first,  lad,"  said  Coleman, 
"  they've  a 'most  sawed  through  my  ankle  bones. 
There,  that's  it  now,  help  me  to  git  up  an'  shake 
myself." 

A  few  minutes  elapsed  before  he  recovered  the 
full  use  of  his  benumbed  limbs.  During  this 
period,  the  boy  related  all  he  had  heard,  and  urged 
his  companion  to  "look  alive."  But  Coleman  re- 
quired no  urging.  The  moment  he  became  aware 
of  what  was  going  on  he  felt  for  his  cutlass,  which  the 
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smugglers  had  not  taken  the  trouble  to  remove,  and, 
slapping  Tommy  on  the  back,  stumbled  among  the 
tombs  and  over  the  graves  towards  the  wall,  which 
he  vaulted  with  a  degree  of  activity  that  might  have 
rendered  a  young  man  envious.  Tommy  followed  like 
a  squirrel,  and  in  a  very  few  minutes  more  they  were 
close  at  the  heels  of  Long  Orrick  and  his  friends. 

While  they  hurried  on  in  silence  and  with  cau- 
tious tread  Coleman  matured  his  plans.  It  was  ab- 
solutely necessary  that  the  utmost  circumspection 
should  be  used,  for  a  man  and  a  boy  could  not  hope 
to  succeed  in  capturing  six  strong  men. 

"  Bun,  Tommy,  to  the  beach  and  fetch  a  friend  or 
two.  There  are  sure  to  be  two  of  the  guard  within 
hail" 

Tommy  was  off,  as  he  himself  would  have  said, 
like  a  shot,  and  on  gaining  the  beach  almost  ran  into 
the  arms  of  a  young  coast-guardman  named  Supple 
Rodger,  to  whom  he  breathlessly  told  his  tale. 

"  Stop,  111  call  out  the  guard,"  said  Rodger,  draw- 
ing a  pistol  from  the  breast-pocket  of  his  overcoat. 
But  Tommy  prevented  him,  explained  that  it  was 
very  desirable  to  catch  the  villains  in  the  very  act  of 
breaking  into  old  Jeph's  cottage,  and  hurried  him 
away. 

At  the  back  of  the  cottage  they  found  Coleman 
calmly  observing  the  proceedings  of  the  smugglers, 
one  of  whom  was  calling  in  a  hoarse  whisper  through 
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the  keyhole.  Apparently  he  received  no  reply,  for  he 
swore  angrily  a  good  deal,  and  said  to  his  comrades 
more  than  once,  M  I  do  b'lieve  the  old  sinner's 
dead," 

"  Come,  111  burst  in  the  door,"  said  the  voice  of 
Long  Orrick  savagely. 

The  words  were  followed  by  a  crash;  and  the 
trampling  of  feet  in  the  passage  proved  that  the 
slender  fastenings  of  the  door  had  given  way. 

"  Now,  lads,"  cried  Coleman,  "  have  at  'em  I" 

He  struck  a  species  of  port-fire,  or  bluelight, 
against  the  wall  as  he  spoke ;  it  sprang  into  a  bright 
flame,  and  the  three  friends  rushed  into  the  cottage, 

The  smugglers  did  not  wait  to  receive  them, 
Bursting  the  fastenings  of  the  front  window  Long 
Orrick  leaped  out  into  the  street.  Supple  Rodger 
dashed  aside  the  man  who  was  about  to  follow  and 
leaped  after  him  like  an  avenging  spirit.  All  the 
men  but  two  were  over  the  window  before  Coleman 
gained  it.  He  seized  the  man  who  was  in  the  act  of 
leaping  by  the  collar,  but  the  treacherous  garment 
gave  way,  and  in  a  moment  the  smuggler  was  gone, 
leaving  only  a  rag  in  Coleman's  grasp. 

Meanwhile  Tommy  flung  himself  down  in  front 
of  the  only  man  who  now  remained,  as  he  made 
a  dash  for  the  window.  The  result  was  that  the 
man  tumbled  over  the  boy  and  fell  to  the  ground. 
Having  accomplished  this  feat,  Tommy  leaped  up 
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and  sprang  through  the  window  to  aid  in  the  chase. 
As  the  smuggler  rose,  the  disappointed  Coleman 
turned  round,  flourished  the  rag  in  the  air  with  a 
shout  of  defiance,  and  hit  his  opponent  hetween  the 
eyes  with  such  force  as  to  lay  him  a  second  time 
flat  on  the  floor.  A  fierce  struggle  now  ensued,  during 
which  the  light  was  extinguished.  The  alarmed 
neighbours  found  them  there,  a  few  minutes  later, 
writhing  in  each  other's  arms,  and  punching  each 
other's  heads  desperately ;  Coleman,  however,  being 
uppermost. 

When  Tommy  Bogey  leaped  over  the  window, 
as  has  been  described,  all  the  smugglers  had  dis- 
appeared, and  he  was  at  a  loss  what  to  do ;  but  the 
faint  sound  of  quick  steps  at  the  north  end  of  the 
street  led  him  to  run  at  the  top  of  his  speed  in  that 
direction.  Tommy  was  singularly  fleet  of  foot.  He 
ran  so  fast  on  this  occasion  that  he  reached  the  end 
of  the  street  before  the  fugitive  had  turned  into  the 
next  one.  He  saw  distinctly  that  two  men  were 
running  before  him,  and,  concluding  that  they  were 
Long  Orrick  and  Supple  Eodger,  he  did  his  best  to 
keep  them  in  view. 

Long  Orrick  and  his  pursuer  were  well  matched 
as  to  speed.  Both  were  good  runners  ;  but  the  former 
was  much  the  stronger  man.  Counting  on  this  he 
headed  for  the  wild  expanse  of  waste  ground  lying  to 
the  north  of  Deal,  already  mentioned  as  the  sand  hills. 
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Here  he  knew  there  would  be  no  one  to  interfere 
between  him  and  his  antagonist. 

Tommy  Bogey  thought  of  this  too,  as  he  sped 
along,  and  wondered  not  a  little  at  the  temerity  of 
Supple  Kodger  in  thus,  as  it  were,  placing  himself 
in  the  power  of  his  enemy.  He  chuckled,  how- 
ever, as  he  ran,  at  the  thought  of  being  there  to 
render  him  assistance  to  the  best  of  his  power. 
"Ha !"  thought  he,  "  for  Long  Orrick  to  wollop  Supple 
Rodger  out  on  the  sandhills  is  one  thing ;  but  for 
Long  Orrick  to  wollop  Supple  Eodger  with  me 
dancin'  round  hi™  like  a  big  wasp  is  quite  another 
thing!" 

Tommy  came,  as  he  thought  thus,  upon  an  open 
space  of  ground  on  which  were  strewn  spare  anchors 
and  chain  cables.  Tumbling  over  a  fluke  of  one  of 
the  former  he  fell  to  the  earth  with  a  shock  that 
well-nigh  drove  all  the  wind  out  of  his  stout  little 
body.  He  was  up  in  a  moment,  however,  and  off 
again. 

Soon  the  three  were  coursing  over  the  downs 
like  hares.  It  was  difficult  running,  for  the  ground 
was  undulating  and  broken,  besides  being  covered 
in  a  few  places  with  gorse,  and  the  wind  and  rain  beat 
so  fiercely  on  their  faces  as  almost  to  blind  them. 

About  a  mile  or  so  beyond  the  ruins  of  Sandown 
Castle  there  is  an  old  inn,  called  the  "  Checkers  of  the 
Hope,"  or  "  The  Checkers,"  named  after,  it  is  said, 
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and  corrupted  from,  "  Chaucer's  Inn"  at  Canterbury. 
It  stands  in  the  midst  of  the  solitary  waste ;  a  sort 
of  half-way  house  between  the  towns  of  Sandwich 
and  Deal ;  far  removed  from  either,  however,  and 
quite  beyond  earshot  of  any  human  dwelling.  This, 
so  says  report,  was  a  celebrated  resort  of  smugglers 
in  days  gone  by,  and  of  men  of  the  worst  character ; 
and  as  one  looks  at  the  irregular  old  building  stand- 
ing, one  might  almost  say  unreasonably,  in  that  wild 
place,  one  cannot  help  filing  that  it  must  have  been 
the  scene  of  many  a  savage  revelry  and  many  a  deed 
of  darkness  in  what  are  sometimes  styled  "  the  good 
old  times." 

Some  distance  beyond  this,  farther  into  the  midst 
of  the  sandhills,  there  is  a  solitary  tombstone ;  well 
known,  both  by  tradition  and  by  the  inscription 
upon  it,  as  "  Mary  Bax's  tomb." 

Here  Long  Orrick  resolved  to  make  a  stand; 
knowing  that  no  shout  that  Eodger  might  give  vent 
to  could  reach  the  Checkers  in  the  teeth  of  such 
a  gale. 

The  tale  connected  with  poor  Mary  Bax  is  brief 
and  very  sad.  She  lived  about  the  end  of  the  last 
century,  and  was  a  young  and  beautiful  girl  Hav- 
ing occasion  to  visit  Deal,  she  set  out  one  evening 
on  her  solitary  walk  across  the  bleak  sandhills. 
Here  she  was  met  by  a  brutal  foreign  seaman,  a 
Lascar,  who  had  deserted  from  one  of  the  ships  then 
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lying  in  the  Downs.  This  monster  murdered  the 
poor  girl  and  threw  her  body  into  a  ditch  that  lies 
close  to  the  spot  on  which  her  tomb  now  stands. 
The  deed,  as  may  well  be  supposed,  created  great 
excitement  in  Deal  and  the  neighbourhood ;  for 
Mary  Bax,  being  young,  beautiful,  and  innocent, 
was  well  known  and  much  loved. 

There  was,  at  the  time  this  murder  was  per- 
petrated, a  youth  named  John  Winter,  who  was  a 
devoted  admirer  of  poor  Mary.  He  was  much 
younger  than  she,  being  only  seventeen,  while  she 
was  twenty-three.  He  became  almost  mad  when 
he  heard  of  the  murder.  A  little  brother  of  John 
Winter,  named  David,  happened  to  be  going  to  the 
Checkers'  Inn  at  the  time  the  murder  was  com- 
mitted and  witnessed  it.  He  ran  instantly  to  his 
brother  to  tell  him  what  he  had  seen.  It  was  chiefly 
through  the  exertions  of  these  two  that  the  murderer 
was  finally  brought  to  justice. 

John  Winter  rested  neither  night  nor  day  until 
he  tracked  the  Lascar  down,  and  David  identified 
him.  He  was  hanged  on  a  gallows  erected  close 
to  the  spot  where  he  had  murdered  his  innocent 
victim.  On  the  exact  spot  where  the  murder 
took  place  Mary's  grave  was  dug,  and  a  tomb- 
stone was  put  up,  which  may  be  seen  there  at 
the  present  time,  with  the  following  inscriptior 
upon  it : — 
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OH  THIS.  SPOT, 
AUGUST  THB  25TH  1782, 

MART  BAX,   SPINSTBB, 

AGED  23  YEARS, 
WAS  MURDERED  BT 

MARTIN  LASH,  A  FORIIGXIR, 
WHO  WAS   EXECUTED  FOB   THE  8ASIB. 

Poor  John  Winter  left  the  country  immediately 
after,  and  did  not  return  until  thirty  years  had 
elapsed,  when  the  event  was  forgotten,  and  most  of 
his  old  friends  and  companions  were  dead  or  gone 
abroad.  His  little  brother  David  was  drowned  at 
sea. 

This  Mary  Bax  was  cousin  to  the  father  of  John 
Bax,  who  figures  so  conspicuously  in  our  tale. 

At  the  tomb  of  Mary  Bax,  then,  as  we  have  said, 
Long  Orrick  resolved  to  make  a  stand.  Tommy 
Bogey  had,  by  taking  a  short  cut  round  a  piece  of 
marshy  ground,  succeeded  in  getting  a  little  in 
advance  of  Orrick,  and,  observing  that  he  was  run- 
ning straight  towards  the  tombstone,  he  leaped  into 
the  ditch,  the  water  in  which  was  not  deep  at  the 
time,  and,  coursing  along  the  edge  of  it,  reached 
the  rear  of  the  tomb  and  hid  himself  there,  without 
having  formed  any  definite  idea  as  to  what  course 
he  meant  to  pursue. 

"Whatever  the  intentions  of  the  smuggler  were, 
they  were  effectually  frustrated  by  an  apparition 
which  suddenly  appeared  and  struck  terror  alike  to 
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the  heart  of  pursuer  and  pursued.  As  Long  Orrick 
approached  the  tomb  there  suddenly  arose  from  the 
earth  a  tall  gaunt  figure  with  silver  hair  stream- 
ing wildly  in  the  gale.  To  Tommy,  who  crouched 
behind  the  tomb,  and  Rodger  and  Orrick,  who  ap- 
proached in  front,  it  seemed  as  if  the  spirit  of  the 
murdered  girl  had  leaped  out  of  the  grave.  The 
effect  on  all  three  was  electrical  Orrick  and  Rodger, 
diverging  right  and  left,  fled  like  the  wind  in  oppo- 
site directions,  and  were  out  of  sight  in  a  few  seconds, 
while  Tommy,  crouching  on  the  ground  behind  the 
tomb,  trembled  in  abject  terror. 

The  spirit,  if  such  it  was,  did  not  attempt  to  pur- 
sue the  fugitives,  but  turning  fiercely  towards  the 
boy,  seized  him  by  the  collar  and  shook  him. 

"  Oh !  mercy !  mercy !"  cried  poor  Tommy,  whose 
heart  quaked  within  him. 

"  Hallo !  Tommy  Bogey,  is  it  you,  boy  ?"  said  the 
spirit,  releasing  the  lad  from  a  grasp  that  was  any- 
thing but  gentle. 

"What!  old  Jeph,  can  it  be  you?"  exclaimed 
Tommy,  in  a  tone  of  intense  surprise,  as  he  seated 
himself  on  the  tombstone,  and  wiped  the  cold  per- 
spiration from  his  forehead  with  the  cuff  of  his  coat. 

"  Ay,  it  is  me,"  replied  the  old  man,  sadly,  "  al- 
though I  do  sometimes  doubt  my  own  existence- 
It  aint  often  that  I'm  interrupted — but  what  brings 
ye  here,  lad,  and  who  were  these  that  I  aaw  run- 
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ning  like  foul  fiends  across  the  sandhills  on  such  a 
night  as  this?" 

"  They  were  Supple  Rodger  and  Long  Orrick," 
replied  Tommy,  "and  a  foul  fiend  is  one  of  'em, 
anyhow,  as  you'd  have  found  out,  old  Jeph,  if  ye'd 
bin  at  home  this  evnin'.  As  for  bein'  out  on  sich  a 
night  as  this,  it  seems  to  me  ye  han't  got  much  more 
sense  to  boast  of  in  this  respect  than  I  have.  You'll 
ketch  yer  death  o'  cold,  old  man." 

"  Old  man !"  echoed  Jeph,  with  a  peculiar  chuckle. 
"  Ha !  yes,  I  am  an  old  man,  and  I've  bin  used  to 
such  nights  since  I  wos  a  young  man.  But  come 
away,  lad,  111  go  home  with  ye  now." 

Old  Jeph  took  the  boy's  hand,  as  he  said  this,  and 
the  two  went  over  the  moor  together — slowly,  for  the 
way  was  rough  and  broken,  and  silently,  for  the  howl- 
ing of  the  gale  rendered  converse  almost  impossible. 

It  is  not  to  be  supposed  that  Tommy  Bogey  had 
such  command  over  himself,  however,  as  altogether 
to  restrain  his  curiosity.  He  did  make  one  or  two 
attempts  to  induce  old  Jeph  to  explain  why  he  was 
out  in  such  a  stormy  night,  and  on  such  a  lonely 
spot ;  but  the  old  man  refused  to  be  communicative, 
and  finally  put  a  stop  to  the  subject,  by  telling 
Tommy  to  let  other  people's  business  alone,  and  ask- 
ing hi™  how  it  happened  that  long  Orrick  came  to 
make  an  attempt  on  his  house,  and  how  it  was  he 
failed? 
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Tommy  related  all  he  knew  with  alacrity  and  for 
a  time  secured  old  Jeph's  attention,  as  was  plain 
from  the  way  in  which  he  chuckled  when  he  heard 
how  his  enemy  had  been  outwitted ;  but  gradually 
the  narrative  fell  on  uninterested  ears,  and  before 
they  regained  the  town  the  old  man's  countenance 
Aad  become  grave  and  sad,  and  his  mind  was 
evidently  wandering  among  the  lights — mayhap 
among  the  shadows — of  "  other  daya" 
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CHAPTEB  IX. 

UN-BUSINESS-LIKE  PROCEEDINGS  IK  "  THI  OFFIOS w  -PEKKIS8  OBOWB 
DESPERATE  AND  TAKES  RIFUGE  IS  THE  "  THREE  JOLLY  TABS." 

MR.  DENHAM  stood  in  front  of  Jiis  office  fire  with 
a  coat-tail,  as  usual,  under  each  arm ;  his  feet  planted 
on  two  little  roses  that  grew  on  each  side  of  a  large 
bouquet  which  flourished  perennially  on  his  rug, 
and  his  eyes  fixed  on  the  ceiling.  He  had  just 
arrived  at  Redwharf  Lane,  and  looked  quite  fresh 
and  ruddy  from  the  exercise  of  walking,  for  Denham 
ras  a  great  walker,  and  frequently  did  the  distance 
between  his  house  and  his  office  on  foot. 

Mr.  Crumps  sat  shivering  in  his  own  room,  look- 
ing the  reverse  of  ruddy,  for  Crumps  was  old  and 
his  blood  was  thin,  and  there  was  no  fire  in  his 
room.  It  is  but  justice  to  say,  however,  that  this 
was  no  fault  of  Denham's,  for  the  apartment  of  his 
junior  partner  did  not  possess  a  fireplace,  and  it 
could  not  be  expected  that  a  fire  should  be  lit,  d  la 
Red  Indian,  on  the  middle  of  the  floor.  At  all  events 
Crumps  did  not  expect  it.  He  was  not,  therefore, 
liable  to  disappointment  in  his  expectations.  He 
contented  himself,  poor  old  man,  with  such  genial 
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gnats  of  second-hand  warmth  as  burst  in  upon  him 
from  time  to  time  from  Denham's  room  when  the 
door  was  open,  or  poured  in  upon  him  in  ameliorat- 
ing rivulets  through  the  keyhole,  like  a  little  gulf- 
stream,  when  the  door  was  shut 

"The  letters,  sir,"  said  Peeking,  the  meek  blue 
tiger  in  buttons,  entering  at  that  moment  and  laying 
a  pile  of  letters  on  the  table. 

Had  Peekins  been  a  little  dog  without  a  soul, 
capable  of  wagging  his  tail  and  fawning,  Denham 
would  have  patted  him,  but,  being  only  a  boy  in  blue 
with  a  meek  spirit,  the  great  man  paid  no  attention 
to  him  whatever.  He  continued  to  gaze  at  the  ceil- 
ing as  if  he  were  reading  his  destiny  there.  Per- 
haps he  would  have  looked  as  blank  as  the  ceiling 
had  he  known  what  that  destiny  was  to  be ;  but  he 
did  not  know,  fortunately  (or  unfortunately,  if  the 
reader  chooses),  hence  he  turned  with  a  calm  un- 
disturbed countenance  to  peruse  his  letters  after  the 
boy  had  retired. 

We  do  not  say  that  Denham  was  a  hard  man ;  by 
no  means;  he  was  only  peculiar  in  his  views  of 
things  in  general ;  that  was  all ! 

For  some  time  Denham  broke  seals,  read  contents, 
and  made  jottings,  without  any  expression  whatever 
on  his  countenance.  Presently  he  took  up  an  ill- 
folded  epistle  addressed  to  "  Mister  Denham"  in  a 
round  and  rather  rugged  hand. 


t 
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"  Begging,"  he  muttered  with  a  slight  frown. 

" '  Dear  Uncle'  ("  eh !"  he  exclaimed, — turned  over 
the  leaf  in  surprise,  read  the  signature,  and  turned 
back  to  the  beginning  again,  with  the  least  pos- 
sible tinge  of  surprise  still  remaining),  '  I'm  sorry* 
("  humph")  '  to  have  to  inform  you  that  the  "  Nancy" 
has  become  a  total  wreck'  ("  indeed !")  'on  the  Good- 
win Sands.'  ("Amazing  sands  these.  What  a  quantity 
of  wealth  they  have  swallowed  up  !")  '  The  cargo  has 
been  entirely  lost' — ("  ah !  it  was  insured  to  its  full 
value,")  '  also  two  of  the  hands.'  (u  H'm,  their  lives 
wouldn't  be  insured.  These  rough  creatures  never 
do  insure  their  lives;  wonderfully  improvident!") 
'  I  am  at  present  disabled,  from  the  effects  of  a  blow 
on  the  head  received  during  the  storm.'  ("  Very 
awkward ;  particularly  so  just  now.")  '  No  doubt 
Bax  will  be  up  immediately  to  give  you  particulars.' 
("  Humph !") 

" '  The  cause  of  the  loss  of  your  schooner  was,  in 
my  opinion  (Mr.  Denham's  eyebrows  here  rose  in 
contemptuous  surprise),  unseaworthiness  of  vessel  and 
stores.'" 

Mr.  Denham  made  no  comment  on  this  part  of 
the  epistle.  A  dark  frown  settled  on  his  brow  as  he 
crumpled  the  letter  in  his  hand,  dropped  it  on  the 
ground  as  if  it  had  been  a  loathsome  creature,  and 
set  his  foot  on  it 

Denham  was  uncommonly  gruff  and  forbidding 
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all  that  day.  He  spoke  harshly  to  old  Mr.  Crumps ; 
found  fault  with  the  clerks  to  such  an  extent,  that 
they  began  to  regard  the  office  as  a  species  of  Pande- 
monium which  ought  to  have  smelt  sulphureous  in- 
stead of  musty ;  and  rendered  the  life  of  Peekins  so 
insupportable  that  the  poor  boy  occupied  his  few  mo- 
ments of  leisure  in  speculating  on  the  average  dura- 
tion of  human  life  and  wondering  whether  it  would 
not  be  better,  on  the  whole,  to  make  himself  an  ex- 
ception to  the  general  rule  by  leaping  off  London 
Bridge  at  high  water — blue-tights,  buttons,  and  all ! 

Things  continued  in  this  felicitous  condition  in 
the  office  until  five  in  the  afternoon,  when  there 
was  a  change,  not  so  much  in  the  moral  as  in  the 
physical  atmosphere.  It  came  in  the  form  of  a  thick 
fog,  which  rolled  down  the  crooked  places  of  Red- 
wharf  Lane,  poured  through  keyholes,  curled  round 
the  cranes  on  the  warehouses,  and  the  old  anchors, 
cables,  and  buoys  in  the  lumber-yards;  travelled 
over  the  mud-flats,  and  crept  out  upon  the  muddy 
river  among  the  colliers,  rendering  light  things  in- 
distinct, black  things  blacker,  dark  places  darker, 
and  affording  such  an  opportunity  for  unrestrained 
enjoyment  to  the  rats,  that  these  creatures  held  an 
absolute  carnival  everywhere. 

About  this  period  of  the  day  Mr.  Denham  rose, 
put  on  his  hat  and  greatcoat,  and  prepared  to  go. 
Peekins  observed  this  through  a  private  scratch  in 
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the  glass  door,  and  signalized  the  gladsome  news  in 
dumb-show  to  his  comrades.  Hope  at  once  took  the 
place  of  despair  in  the  office,  for  lads  and  very  young 
men  are  happily  furnished  with  extremely  elastic 
spirits.  The  impulse  of  joy  caused  by  the  prospect 
of  Denham's  departure  was  so  strong  in  the  breast 
of  one  youth,  with  red  hair,  a  red  nose,  red  cheeks, 
large  red  lips,  blue  eyes,  and  red  hands  (Ruggles  by 
name),  that  he  incontinently  seized  a  sheet  of  blot- 
ting-paper, crumpled  it  into  a  ball,  and  flung  it  at 
the  head  of  the  youngest  clerk,  a  dark  little  boy, 
who  sat  opposite  to  him  on  a  tall  stool,  and  who, 
being  a  new  boy,  was  copying  letters  painfully  but 
diligently  with  a  heavy  heart 

The  missile  was  well  aimed.  It  hit  the  new  boy 
exactly  on  the  point  of  the  nose,  causing  him  to 
start  and  prolong  the  tail  of  a  y  an  inch  and  a 
quarter  beyond  its  natural  limits. 

This  little  incident  would  not  have  been  worth 
mentioning,  but  for  the  fact  that  it  was  the  hinge,  so 
to  speak,  on  which  incidents  of  a  more  important 
nature  turned.  Mr.  Denham  happened  to  open  his 
door  just  as  the  missile  was  discharged  and  saw  the 
result,  though  not  the  thrower.  He  had  no  diffi- 
culty, however,  in  discovering  the  offender ;  for  each 
of  the  other  clerks  looked  at  their  comrade  in  virtuous 
horror,  as  though  to  say,  "  Oh !  how  could  you  ? — 
please,  sir,  it  wasn't  me,  it  was  him  ;*  while  Rugglea 
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applied  himself  to  his  work  with  an  air  of  abstraction 
and  a  face  of  scarlet  that  said  plainly,  "  It's  of  no 
use  staring  in  that  fashion  at  me,  for  I'm  as  inno- 
cent as  the  unborn  babe." 

Denham  frowned  portentously,  and  that  peculiarly 
dead  calm  which  usually  precedes  the  bursting  of  a 
storm  prevailed  in  the  office.  Before  the  storm  burst, 
however,  the  outer  door  was  opened  hastily  and 
our  friend  Bax  stood  in  the  room.  He  was  some- 
what dishevelled  in  appearance,  as  if  he  had  travelled 
fast.  To  the  clerks  in  that  small  office  he  appear- 
ed more  fierce  and  gigantic  than  usual  Peekins 
regarded  him  with  undisguised  admiration,  and  won- 
dered in  his  heart  if  Jack  the  Giant-Killer  would 
have  dared  to  encounter  such  a  being,  supposing 
him  to  have  had  the  chance. 

"  I'm  glad  I  am  not  too  late  to  find  you  here,  sir," 
said  Bax,  pulling  off  his  hat  and  bowing  slightly  to 
his  employer. 

"  Humph  !"  ejaculated  Denham,  **  step  this  way." 

They  entered  the  inner  office,  and,  the  door  being 
shut,  Buggies  internally  blessed  Bax  and  breathed 
freely.  Under  the  influence  of  reaction  he  even 
looked  defiant. 

"So  you  have  lost  your  schooner,"  began  Den- 
ham, sitting  down  in  his  chair  of  state  and  eye- 
ing the  seaman  sternly.  Bax  returned  the  gaze 
so  mtich  more  sternly  that  Denham  felt  discon- 
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certed  but  did  not  allow  his  feelings  to  betray 
themselves. 

"  The  schooner  has  been  lost,"  said  Bax,  "  and  I 
am  here  to  report  the  fact  and  to  present  these 
letters,  one  from  the  seamen's  missionary  at  Rams- 
gate,  the  other  from  your  nephew,  both  of  which 
will  show  you  that  no  blame  attaches  to  me.  I 
regret  the  loss,  deeply,  but  it  was  un — * 

Bax  was  going  to  have  said  unavoidable,  but  he 
felt  that  the  expression  would  have  been  incorrect, 
and  stopped. 

"  Finish  your  remark,"  said  Denham. 

"  I  merely  wished  to  say  that  it  was  out  of  my 
power  to  prevent  it" 

"  Oh !"  interjected  Denham,  sarcastically,  as  he 
read  the  letters.  "  The  seamen's  missionary  is  one 
of  whom  I  know  nothing.  His  opinion,  therefore, 
carries  no  weight.  As  to  my  nephew,  his  remarks 
are  simply  unworthy  of  notice.  But  you  say  that 
no  blame  attaches  to  you.  To  whom  then  does 
blame  attach,  if  not  to  the  skipper  of  the  vessel  ? 
Do  you  mean  to  lay  it  at  the  door  of  Providence  ?" 

"  No,  sir,  I  do  not,"  replied  Bax. 

"Have  you,  then,  the  presumption  to  insinuate 
that  it  lies  with  me  t" 

Bax  was  silent 

"  Am  I  to  expect  an  answer  ?"  said  Denham. 

"  I  make  no  insinuations/  said  Bax,  after  a  short 
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pause  ;  "  I  do  but  state -facts.  If  the  '  Nancy'  had 
been  fitted  with  a  new  tops'1-yard  and  jib-boom, 
as  I  advised  last  summer,  I  would  have  carried  her 
safe  into  the  Downs." 

"  So,"  said  Denham,  in  a  tone  of  increasing  sar- 
casm, "  you  have  the  hardihood  to  insinuate  that  it 
was  my  fault  ?" 

Bax  reddened  with  indignation  at  the  tone  of 
insult  in  which  these  words  were  uttered.  Hig 
bass  voice  grew  deeper  and  sterner  as  he  said  : — 

"  If  you  insist  on  plain  speaking,  sir,  you  shall 
have  it  I  do  think  the  blame  of  the  loss  of  the 
'  Nancy'  lies  at  your  door,  and  worse  than  that,  the 
loss  of  two  human  lives  lies  there  also.  There  was 
not  a  sound  timber  or  a  seaworthy  article  aboard  of 
the  schooner  from  stem  to  stern.  You  know  well 
enough  that  I  have  told  you  this, — in  more  civil 
language  it  may  be, — again  and  again ;  and  I  hope 
that  the  telling  of  it  now,  flatly,  will  induce  you  to 
consider  the  immense  responsibility  that  lies  on 
your  shoulders ;  for  there  are  other  ships  belonging 
to  your  firm  in  much  the  same  condition — ships 
with  inferior  charts  and  instruments,  unsound  spars, 
not  enough  of  boats,  and  with  anchors  and  chains 
scarce  powerful  enough  to  hold  a  Deal  lugger  in  a 
moderate  gale." 

Mr.  Denham  was  not  prepared  for  this  sudden 
a.nd  wholesale  condemnation  of  himself  and  his 
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property.  He  gazed  at  the  seaman's  flushed  coun- 
tenance for  a  few  seconds  in  mute  surprise.  At  last 
he  recovered  self-possession,  and  said  in  a  calm 
voice — 

"  You  applied  last  year,  if  I  remember  rightly,  for 
the  situation  of  mate  aboard  our  ship  the  '  Trident' 
— now  on  her  second  voyage  from  Australia  ?" 

"  I  did,"  said  Bax,  shortly,  not  knowing  how  to 
take  this  sudden  change  of  subject. 

"  Do  you  suppose,"  said  Denham  with  a  peculiar 
curl  of  his  lip,  "  that  this  interview  will  tend  to  im- 
prove your  chance  of  obtaining  that  situation  ?" 

Denham  put  the  question  with  the  full  expecta- 
tion of  humbling  Bax,  and  with  the  further  intention 
of  following  up  his  reply  with  the  assurance  that 
there  was  much  greater  probability  of  the  moon 
being  turned  into  green  cheese  than  of  his  promo- 
tion taking  place ;  but  his  intentions  were  frustrated 
by  Bax  starting,  and,  in  a  voice  of  indignation, 
exclaiming — 

"  Sir,  do  you  suppose  I  have  come  here  to  beg  ? 
If  you  were  to  offer  me  the  command  of  the  '  Tri- 
dent/ or  any  other  ship  that  you  possess,  I  would 
refuse  it  with  scorn.  It  is  bad  enough  to  risk  one's 
life  in  the  rotten  craft  you  send  to  sea;  but  that 
would  be  nothing  compared  with  the  shame  of  serv- 
ing a  house  that  thinks  only  of  gain,  and  holds 
human  life  cheaper  than  the  dirt  I  tread  under  my 
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feet.     No,  sir,  I  came  here  to  eiplain  now  the  Nancy 
was  lost.     Having  done  so,  I  take  my  leave." 

"  Stay,"  said  Denham,  as  Bax  turned  to  go.  "  Per- 
haps you  will  do  me  one  more  service  before  we 
part.  Will  you  kindly  inform  my  nephew  that  he 
need  not  be  in  a  hurry  to  come  back  here.  I  extend 
his  leave.  He  may  continue  to  absent  himself  as 
long  as  he  pleases — to  all  eternity  if  it  suits  him." 

Mr.  Denham  flushed  up  with  anger  as  he  said 
the  last  words.  Bax,  without  deigning  a  reply, 
turned  on  his  heel  and  strode  out  of  the  room, 
slamming  the  glass- door  behind  him  with  such  vio- 
lence that  every  panel  in  it  was  shivered  to  atoms! 
He  wheeled  round  and  re-entered  the  room.  Den- 
ham grew  pale,  supposing  that  the  roused  giant 
was  about  to  assault  him ;  but  Bax  only  pointed  to 
the  door,  and  said  sternly — 

"  Part  of  the  wages  due  me  will  pay  for  that. 
You  can  keep  the  balance,  and  buy  yourself  a  Bible 
with  it." 

Next  moment  he  was  gone,  and  Peekins  stood 
staring  at  his  master  through  the  shattered  door, 
trembling  from  head  to  foot.  Immediately  after- 
wards Denham  took  his  hat  and  stick,  and  passed 
through  the  office.  Pausing  at  the  door  he  looked 
back : — 

"  Ruggles." 

«  Yes,  sir." 

ft 
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"  There  are  five  or  six  foreign  letters  in  my  desk 
for  to-morrow's  post.  Copy  them  out  to-night.  See 
that  you  do  it  to-night.  Peekins  will  remain  with 
you,  and  lock  up  after  you  have  done." 

Ruggles,  who  knew  that  this  involved  work  till 
near  midnight,  humbly  replied,  "  Yes,  sir." 

Having  thus  secured  the  misery  of  at  least  two 
human  beings,  Denham  went  home,  somewhat  re- 
lieved, to  dinner. 

Bax  unconsciously,  but  naturally,  followed  his 
example.  He  also  went  to  dinner,  but,  having  no 
home  in  that  quarter,  he  went  to  the  "Three  Jolly 
Tars,"  and  found  the  landlord  quite  willing  to  supply 
all  his  wants  on  the  shortest  possible  notice,  namely, 
three-quarters  of  an  hour. 

In  a  snug  box  of  that  celebrated  place  of  enter- 
tainment, he  found  Tommy  Bogey  (whom  he  had 
brought  with  him)  awaiting  his  appearance.  The 
precocious  youth  was  deeply  immersed  in  a  three- 
days'-old  copy  of  The  Times. 

"  Hallo !  Bax,  you've  been  sharp  about  it,"  said 
Tommy,  laying  down  the  paper  and  pulling  a  little 
black  pipe  out  of  his  pocket,  which  he  proceeded 
coolly  and  quietly  to  fill,  just  as  if  he  had  been  a 
bearded  and  gray-headed  tar;  for  Tommy,  being 
a  worshipper  of  Bax,  imitated,  as  all  worshippers 
do,  the  bad  as  well  as  the  good  qualities  of  his  hero, 
ignorant  of,  as  well  as  indifferent  to,  the  fact,  that 
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it  would  have  been  more  noble  to  imitate  the  good 
and  avoid  the  bad. 

"Ay,  we've  settled  it  all  slick  off  in  no  time," 
said  Bax,  sitting  down  beside  his  young  companion, 
and  proceeding  also  to  fill  his  pipe. 

"An'  wot  about  the  widders  and  horphans?" 
inquired  Tommy,  beginning  to  smoke,  and  using  his 
extremely  little  finger  as  a  tobacco-stopper  in  a  way 
that  might  have  surprised  a  salamander. 

"  The  widows !"  exclaimed  Bax. 

"Ay,  the  widders — also  the  horphans,"  repeated 
Tommy,  with  a  grave  nod  of  the  head.  "  I  'ope  he's 
come  down  'andsome." 

"Tommy,''  said  Bax,  with  a  disconcerted  look, 
"  I've  forgot  'em  altogether !" 

"  Forgot  'em  ?  Bax !" 

"  It's  a  fact,"  said  Bax,  with  much  humility,  "  but 
the  truth  is,  that  we  got  to  loggerheads,  an'  of  course 
you  know  it  was  out  of  the  question  to  talk  on  such 
a  subject  when  we  were  in  that  state." 

"  In  course  it  was,"  said  Tommy.   "  But,  it's  a  pity." 

The  fact  was  that  Bax  had  intended  to  make  an 
appeal  to  Mr.  Denham  in  behalf  of  the  widows  and 
children  of  the  poor  men  who  had  been  drowned  on 
the  night  when  the  "  Nancy"  was  wrecked ;  but  the 
unexpected  turn  which  the  conversation  took  had 
driven  that  subject  utterly  out  of  his  mind. 

*  Well,  Tommy,  it  can't  be  helped  now ;  and,  after 
ail,  I  don't  think  the  widows  will  come  by  any  loss 
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by  my  forgetfulness,  for  certain  am  I  that  Denham 
would  as  soon  supply  a  best-bower  anchor  to  the 
'  Trident'  as  give  a  sovereign  to  these  poor  people." 

Bax  and  his  young  friend  here  relapsed  into  a 
state  of  silent  fumigation  from  which  they  were 
aroused  by  the  entrance  of  dinner.  This  meal  con- 
sisted of  beaf-steaks  and  porter.  But  it  is  due  to 
Bax  to  say  that  he  advised  his  companion  to  confine 
his  potations  to  water,  which  his  companion  will- 
ingly agreed  to,  as  he  would  have  done  had  Bax 
advised  him  to  drink  butter-milk,  or  cider,  or  to  go 
without  drink  altogether. 

They  were  about  done  with  dinner  when  a  weak 
small  voice  in  the  passage  attracted  their  attention. 

"  Is  there  one  of  the  name  of  Bax  'ere,"  said  the 
meek  voice. 

"  Here  I  am,"  shouted  Bax,  "  come  in ;  what  d'ye 
want  with  me  ?" 

Peekins  entered  in  a  state  of  great  agitation. 

"  Oh  1  sir,  please  sir, — I'll  never  do  it  again ;  but 
I  couldn't  help  it  indeed,  indeed — I  was  dyin',  I  waa 
It's  a  great  sin  I  knows,  but — " 

Here  Peekins  burst  into  tears,  and  sat  down  on  the 
seat  opposite. 

*  Wot  a  green  'un !"  muttered  Tommy,  as  he  gazed 
at  the  tiger  in  blue  through  a  volume  of  tobacco 
•moke. 

"  Whaf  s  the  matter,  boy  f  inquired  Bax,  in  some 
surprise  ;  "  anything  wrong  at  Red  wharf  Lane  T 
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*  Ye-ea,  that's  to  say  not  exactly,  only  I've  run'd 
away." 

"  You  han't  run  far  then,"  said  Bax,  smiling,  "  how 
long  ia't  since  you  ran  away  ?" 

M  Just  ten  minutes." 

Tommy  burst  into  a  laugh  at  this,  and  Peekins, 
feeling  somewhat  relieved,  smiled  idiotically  through 
his  tears. 

"  Well  now,  my  lad,"  said  Bax,  leaning  forward  in 
a  confidential  way  which  quite  won  the  affection  of 
the  tiger,  and  patting  him  on  the  shoulder,  "  I  would 
advise  you  strongly  to  go  back." 

"Oh!  sir,  but  I  can't,"  said  Peekins  dolefully.  "I 
dursn't  My  life  is  miserable  there.  Mr.  Denham 
is  so  'ard  on  me  that  I  feels  like  to  die  every  time 
I  sees  'im.  It  ain't  o'  no  use  (here  Peekins  became 
wildly  desperate),  I  won't  go  back ;  'cause  if  I  do 
I'm  sure  to  die  slow ;  an'  I'd  rather  die  quick  at 
once  and  be  done  with  it." 

Bax  opened  his  eyes  very  wide  at  this.  It  re- 
vealed a  state  of  things  that  he  had  never  before 
imagined.  Tommy  Bogey  puffed  so  large  a  cloud 
that  his  face  was  quite  concealed  by  it,  and  muttered 
"  you  air  a  rum  un' !" 

"  Where  d'ye  stop,  boy  ?"  inquired  Bax. 

"  In  lodgin's  in  Fenchurch  Street" 

*  D'ye  owe  'em  anything  at  the  office  ?* 

"  No,  nothin' ;  they  owes  me  seventeen  and  six." 
"  D'ye  want  it  very  much  V 
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*  O  no,  I  don't  mind  that,  bless  ye,"  said  Peekins 
earnestly. 

"  What  d'ye  mean  to  do  ?"  inquired  Bax. 

"  Go  with  you — to  sea,"  replied  the  tiger,  promptly. 

"  But  I'm  not  going  to  sea." 

"Then,  I'll  go  with  you  wherever  you  please.  I 
lite  you,"  said  the  boy,  springing  suddenly  to  his 
side  and  grasping  his  hand,  "  I've  no  one  in  the 
world  to  care  for  but  you.  I  never  heard  any  one 
speak  like  you.  If  you'll  only  let  me  be  your  ser- 
vant, I'll  go  with  you  to  the  end  of  the  world, 
and— and — " 

Here  poor  Peekins  was  again  overcome. 

"  Brayw  /"  shouted  Tommy  Bogey  in  admiration. 
"  You're  not  such  a  bad  fellow  after  all" 

"  Poor  boy,"  said  Bax,  stroking  the  tiger's  head, 
*  you  are  willing  to  trust  too  easily  to  a  weak  and 
broken  reed.  But,  come,  I'll  take  you  to  the  coast 
Better  to  go  there,  after  all,  than  stop  with  such  a 
tender-hearted  Christian  as  Mr.  Denham.  Here, 
take  a  bit  of  dinner." 

Having  tasted  no  food  since  breakfast,  Peekins 
gladly  accepted  the  invitation,  and  ate  heartily  of 
the  remnants  of  the  meal,  to  the  great  satisfaction 
of  his  companions,  especially  of  Tommy,  who  re- 
garded him  as  one  might  regard  a  pet  canary  or 
rabbit,  which  requires  to  be  fed  plenteously  and 
handled  with  extreme  gentleness  and  care. 
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CHAPTEE  X. 

TH«  "BOTKL"  ON  DEAL  BEACH— A  BTOBM  BREWING-  PLANS  TO 

CIRCUMVENT  THE  SMOGGLEBS. 

ON  a  calm,  soft,  beautiful  evening,  about  a  week 
after  the  events  narrated  in  the  last  chapter,  Guy 
Foster  issued  from  Sandhill  Cottage,  and  took  his 
way  towards  the  beach  of  DeaL 

It  was  one  of  those  inexpressibly  sweet,  motion- 
less evenings,  in  which  one  is  inclined,  if  in  ordinary 
health,  to  rejoice  in  one's  existence ;  and  in  which 
the  Christian  is  led  irresistibly  to  join  with  the 
Psalmist  in  praising  God  "for  his  goodness,  and 
for  his  wonderful  works  to  the  children  of  men." 

Young  Foster's  thoughts  ran  for  a  considerable 
time  in  this  latter  channel ;  for  he  was  one  of  those 
youthful  Christians  whose  love  to  our  Saviour  does 
not  easily  grow  cold.  He  was  wont  to  read  the 
Bible  as  if  he  really  believed  it  to  be  the  Word  of 
God,  and  acted  in  accordance  with  its  ptecepts  with 
a  degree  of  bold  simplicity  and  trustfulness,  that 
made  him  a  laughing-stock  to  some,  and  a  subject 
of  surprise  and  admiration  to  others,  of  his  com- 
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pardons  and  acquaintance.  In  short,  he  was  & 
Christian  of  a  cheerful,  straightforward  stamp. 

Yet  Guy's  course  was  not  all  sunshine,  neither 
was  his  conduct  altogether  immaculate.  He  was 
not  exempt  from  the  general  rule,  that  "through 
much  tribulation"  men  shall  enter  into  the  King- 
dom. As  he  walked  along,  rejoicing  in  his  exist- 
ence and  in  the  beauty  of  that  magnificent  evening, 
a  cloud  would  rise  occasionally  and  call  forth  a  sigh, 
as  he  recollected  the  polite  intimation  of  his  uncle, 
that  he  had  extended  his  leave  of  absence  ad  in- 
finitum !  He  could  not  shut  his  eyes  to  the  fact 
that  a  brilliant  mercantile  career  on  which  he  had 
recently  entered,  and  on  which  he  might  naturally 
look  as  the  course  cut  out  for  him  by  Providence, 
was  suddenly  closed  against  him  for  ever.  He  knew 
his  uncle's  temper  too  well  to  expect  that  he  would 
relent,  and  he  felt  that  to  retract  a  statement  which 
he  knew  to  be  true,  or  to  express  regret  for  having 
\>oldly  told  the  truth  as  he  had  done,  was  out  of  the 
question.  Besides,  he  was  well  aware  that  such  a 
course  would  not  now  avail  to  restore  him  to  his 
lost  position.  It  remained,  therefore,  that,  bein£ 
without  influential  friends,  he  must  begin  over  again 
and  carve  his  own  way  in  the  world. 

But  what  then  ?  Was  this  not  the  lot  of  hun- 
dreds of  thousands  ?  Little  time  had  been  lost ;  he 
was  young,  and  strong,  and  hearty.  God  had  written, 
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*  Commit  thy  way  unto  the  Lord,  trust  also  in  Him, 
and  He  shall  bring  it  to  pass."  "  Whatever  thy  hand 
findeth  to  do,  do  it  with  thy  might,  as  unto  the 
Lord,  and  not  unto  v**o-"  Under  the  influence  of 
such  thoughts  the  clouds  cleared  away  from  Guy's 
brow,  and  he  raised  his  eyes,  which  for  some  minutes 
had  been  cast  down,  with  a  hopeful  gaze  to  the 
heavens. 

There  he  soon  became  lost  in  admiration  of  the 
clouds  that  were  floating  in  masses  of  amber  and 
gold ;  rising  over  each  other — piled  up,  mass  upon 
mass — grotesque  sometimes  in  form,  solid  yet  soft  in 
aspect,  and  inexpressibly  grand,  as  a  whole,  in  their 
towering  magnificence. 

There  were  signs,  however,  among  the  gorgeous 
beauties  of  this  cloud-land,  that  were  significant  to 
eyes  accustomed  to  read  the  face  of  the  sky. 
Various  lurid  and  luminous  clouds  of  grey  and 
Indian-red  hues  told  of  approaching  storm,  and  the 
men  of  Deal  knew  that  the  sea,  which  just  then 
pictured  every  cloud  in  its  glassy  depths  as  clearly 
as  if  there  had  been  another  cloud-land  below  its 
surface,  would,  ere  long,  be  ruffled  with  a  stiflish 
breeze ;  perhaps  be  tossed  by  a  heavy  gale. 

Men  in  general  are  not  prone  to  meditate  very 
deeply  on  what  is  going  on  around  them  beyond  the 
reach  of  their  own  vision.  This  is  natural  and  right 
to  some  extent  If  we  were  to  be  deeply  touched 
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by  the  joys,  sorrows,  calamities,  and  incidents  that 
at  all  times  affect  humanity,  we  should  cease  to 
enjoy  existence.  Life  would  become  a  burden. 
The  end  of  our  creation  would  not  be  attained.  Yet 
there  is  an  evil  of  an  opposite  kind  which  often  mars 
our  usefulness,  and  makes  us  unconsciously  parti- 
cipators in  acts  of  injustice.  This  evil  is,  partial 
ignorance  of,  and  indifference  to,  much  that  goes  on 
around  us  beyond  the  range  of  our  vision,  but  which 
nevertheless  claims  our  attention  and  regard. 

Every  one  who  reflects  will  admit  that  it  is  pleasant 
to  think,  when  we  retire  to  rest,  that  a  splendid 
system  of  police  renders  our  home  a  place  of  safety, 
and  that,  although  there  are  villains  more  than 
enough  who  would  do  their  best  to  get  at  our  purses 
and  plate,  we  need  not  make  ourselves  uneasy  so 
long  as  the  stout  guardians  of  the  night  are  on  the 
beat.  Do  we  not  congratulate  ourselves  on  this? 
and  do  we  not  pay  the  police-tax  without  grumbling, 
or  at  least  with  less  grumbling  than  we  vent  when 
paying  other  taxes  ? 

Should  it,  good  reader,  be  less  a  subject  of  pleasant 
contemplation  that,  when  the  midnight  storm  threat- 
ens to  burst  upon  our  shores,  there  are  men  abroad 
who  are  skilled  in  the  perilous  work  of  snatching  its 
prey  from  the  raging  sea ;  that,  when  the  howling  • 
gale  rattles  our  windows  and  shakes  our  very  walls, 
inducing  us  perchance  to  utter  the  mental  prayer, 
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*  God  have  mercy  on  all  who  are  on  the  sea  this 
night,"  that  then — at  that  very  time — the  heroes  of 
our  coast  are  abroad  all  round  the  kingdom ;  strong 
in  the  possession  of  dauntless  hearts  and  iron  frames, 
and  ready  to  plunge  at  any  moment  into  the  foaming 
sea  to  the  rescue  of  life  or  property  ? 

Who  can  say,  during  any  storm,  that  he  may  not 
be  personally  interested  in  the  efforts  of  those  heroes  ? 

We  knew  a  family,  the  members  of  which,  like 
those  of  all  the  other  families  in  the  land,  listened  to 
the  howling  of  that  fearful  storm  which  covered  our 
shores  with  wrecks  on  the  25th  of  November  1859. 
Their  thoughts  were  sad  and  anxious,  as  must  be  the 
case,  more  or  less,  with  all  who  reflect  that  in  such 
nights  hundreds  of  human  beings  are  certainly  perish- 
ing on  our  shores.  But  ah  !  what  would  the  feelings 
of  that  family  have  been  had  they  known — as  they 
soon  came  to  know — that  two  stalwart  brothers  of 
their  own  went  down  that  night  among  the  450 
human  beings  who  perished  in  the  wreck  of  the 
"Eoyal  Charter?" 

In  regard  to  the  "  Royal  Charter,"  it  may  be  truly 
said  that  there  was  no  necessity  for  the  loss  of  that 
vessel.  God  did  not  send  direct  destruction  upon 
her.  The  engines  were  too  weak  to  work  her  off  the 
land  in  the  face  of  the  gale,  and  the  cables  could 
not  hold  her.  These  were  among  the  causes  of  her 
loss.  And  when  she  did  get  ashore,  every  life  might 
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have  been  saved  had  there  been  a  lifeboat  or  rocket 
apparatus  at  hand.  We  know  not  why  there  were 
neither ;  but  may  it  not  have  been  because  lifeboats 
and  rockets  are  not  sufficiently  numerous  all  along 
our  shores  ?  How  many  bleeding  hearts  there  were 
that  would  have  given  drops  of  their  life-blood  to 
have  provided  the  means  of  saving  life  on  the  coast 
of  Anglesea  on  that  terrible  night!  A  few  small 
coins  given  at  an  earlier  date  might  have  saved  those 
lives !  No  individual  in  the  land,  however  far 
removed  from  the  coast,  can  claim  exemption  from 
the  dangers  of  the  sea.  His  own  head  may  indeed 
lie  safe  from  the  raging  billow,  but  at  any  moment 
the  sea  may  grasp  some  loved  one,  and  thus  wreck 
his  peace  of  mind,  or  engulf  his  property  and  wreck 
his  fortune.  Why,  then,  should  not  the  whole  nation 
take  the  affairs  of  the  coast  nearer  to  its  heart? 
The  Lifeboat  Institution  is  not  supported  by  taxa- 
tion like  our  police  force.  It  depends  on  the  charity 
of  the  people.  Don't  you  think,  reader,  that  it  has 
a  strong  claim  on  the  sympathies,  the  prayers,  and 
the  purse  of  every  living  soul  in  the  kingdom  ?  But 
to  return,  with  many  apologies,  from  this  digression. 
Guy  Foster  noted  the  peculiar  appearance  of  the 
clouds,  and  concluded  that  "  something  was  brewing." 
All  along  the  shores  stout  men  in  glazed  and  tarry 
garments  noted  the  same  appearances,  and  also  con- 
cluded that  it  would  be  dirty  w«ather  before  long. 
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The  lifeboat  men,  too,  were  on  the  qui  vive;  and, 
doubtless,  the  coxswain  of  each  boat,  from  John 
o'  Groat's  to  the  Land's- end,  was  overhauling  his 
charge  to  see  that  all  was  right  and  in  readiness  for 
instant  servica 

"  It's  going  to  blow  to-night,  Bax,"  said  Guy,  on 
entering  the  hovel  of  the  former. 

"  So  'tis,"  replied  Bax,  who  was  standing  beside 
his  friends  Bluenose  and  Tommy  Bogey,  watching 
old  Jeph,  as  he  busied  himself  with  the  model  of 
his  lifeboat. 

Jeph  said  that  in  his  opinion  it  was  going  to  be 
a  regular  nor'-easter,  and  Bluenose  intimated  his 
adherence  to  the  same  opinion,  with  a  slap  on  his 
thigh,  and  a  huge  puff  of  smoke. 

"  You're  long  about  that  boat,  Jeph,"  said  Blue- 
nose,  after  a  pause,  during  which  he  had  scanned  the 
horizon  with  a  telescope. 

"  So  I  am.    It  ain't  easy  to  carry  out  the  notion." 

"  An'  wot  may  the  notion  be  ?"  inquired  Blue- 
nose,  sitting  down  on  a  coil  of  rope,  and  gazing 
earnestly  at  the  old  man. 

"  To  get  lifeboats  to  right  themselves  w'en  they're 
upset,"  replied  Jeph,  regarding  his  model  with  a 
look  of  perplexity.  *  You  see  it's  all  very  well  to 
have  'em  filled  with  air-chambers,  which  prevents 
'em  from  sinkin' ;  but  w'en  they're  upset,  d'ye  see, 
they  ain't  o'  no  use  till  they  gets  on  their  keels 
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again ;  and  that  ain't  easy  to  manage.  Now  I've 
bin  thinkin  that  if  we  wos  to  give  'em  more  sheer, 
and  raise  the  stem  and  stern  a  bit,  they'd  turn  over 
natural-like,  of  their  own  accord." 

"  I  do  believe  they  would,"  said  Bax,  "  why,  what 
put  that  into  yer  head,  old  man  ?w 

"  Well,  it  ain't  altogether  my  own  notion,"  said 
Jeph,  "for  I've  heard,  when  I  was  in  the  port  o' 
Leith,  many  years  ago,  that  a  clergyman  o'  the  name 
of  Bremer  had  made  a  boat  o'  this  sort  in  the  year 
1792,  that  answered  very  well;  but,  somehow  or 
other,  it  never  came  to  anything.  There's  nothin' 
that  puzzles  me  so  much  as  that,"  said  the  old  man, 
looking  up  with  a  wondering  expression  of  counte- 
nance. "  I  don't  understand  how,  w'en  a  good  thing 
is  found  out,  it  ain't  made  the  most  of  at  once! 
I  never  could  discover  exactly  what  Mr.  Bremer's 
plan  was,  so  I'm  tryin'  to  invent  one." 

As  he  said  this,  Jeph  placed  the  model  on  which 
he  was  engaged  in  a  small  tub  of  water  which  stood 
at  his  elbow.  Guy,  who  was  much  interested  in  the 
old  man's  idea,  bent  over  him  to  observe  the  result 
of  the  experiment.  Tommy  Bogey  sat  down  beside 
the  tub  as  eagerly  as  if  he  expected  some  wonderful 
transformation  to  take  place.  Bax  and  Bluenose 
also  looked  on  with  unusual  interest,  as  if  they  felt 
that  a  crisis  in  the  experimental  labours  of  their 
old  comrade  had  arrived. 


OLD  JEPH  EXHIBITS  HIS  MODEL  OF  A  LIFEBOAT. 
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"  It  floats  first  rate  on  an  even  keel,"  cried  Tommy, 
with  a  pleased  look  as  the  miniature  boat  moved 
slowly  round  its  little  ocean,  "  now  then,  capsize  it." 

Old  Jeph  quietly  put  his  finger  on  the  side  of  the 
little  boat,  and  turned  it  upside  down.  Instead  of 
remaining  in  that  position  it  rolled  over  on  one  side 
so  much,  that  the  onlookers  fully  expected  to  see  it 
right  itself  and  Tommy  gave  vent  to  a  premature 
cheer,  but  he  cut  it  suddenly  short  on  observing 
that  the  boat  remained  on  its  side  with  one  of  the 
gunwales  immersed,  unable  to  attain  an  even  keel 
in  consequence  of  the  weight  of  water  inside  of  it. 

"  I  tell  ye  wot  it  is,  Jeph,"  said  Bluenose,  with 
emphasis,  "  you'll  do  it  yet ;  if  you  don't  I'll  eat  my 
sou'-wester  without  sauce,  so  I  will.  As  the  noos- 
papers  says,  you'll  inaggerate  a  new  era  in  lifeboats, 
old  boy,  that's  a  fact,  and  I'll  live  to  see  it  too !" 

Having  delivered  himself  of  this  opinion  in  tones 
of  much  fervour,  the  captain  delivered  his  mouth  of 
a  series  of  cloudlets,  and  gazed  through  them  at  his 
old  friend  with  unfeigned  admiration, 

Guy  and  Bax  were  both  impressed  with  the  partial 
success  of  the  experiment,  as  well  as  with  Jeph's 
idea,  and  said  to  him,  encouragingly,  that  he  had 
very  near  hit  it,  but  Jeph  himself  only  shook  his 
head  and  smiled  sadly. 

"  Lads,"  said  he,  "  very  near  is  sometimes  a  long 
way  farther  off  than  folk  suppose.  Perpetual  motion 


160  THE  LIFEBOAT. 

has  bin  very  nearly  discovered  ever  since  men  began 
to  try  their  hands  at  engineering  but  it  ain't  dis- 
covered yet,  nor  never  will  be — cause  why  ?  it  ain't 
possible." 

"Ain't  poss'ble!"  echoed  Bluenose,  "you're  out 
there,  old  man.  I  diskivered  it,  years  ago.  Just 
you  go  up  to  Sandhill  Cottage,  and  inquire  for  one 
Mrs.  Laker,  a  hupright  and  justifiable  sister  o'  mine. 
Open  that  'ooman's  mouth  an'  look  in  (she  won't  bite 
if  ye  don't  bother  her  too  much),  and  lyin'  in  that 
there  cavern  yell  see  a  thing  called  a  tongue, — if 
that  ain't  an  engine  of  perpetooal  motion,  shiver  my 
timbers !  that's  all" 

Just  as  the  captain  made  this  reckless  offer  to 
sacrifice  his  timbers,  Peekins — formerly  the  bine 
tiger — entered  the  hovel,  and  going  hastily  to  Blue- 
nose,  whispered  in  his  ear. 

A  very  remarkable  transformation  had  taken  place 
in  the  outward  man  of  poor  Peekins.  After  coming 
with  Bax  to  Deal  he  had  been  adopted,  as  it  were, 
by  the  copartners  of  the  hovel,  and  was,  so  to  speak, 
shared  equally  by  Bax,  Bluenose,  old  Jeph,  and 
Tommy.  The  wonderfully  thin  and  spider-like 
appearance  which  he  presented  in  his  blue-tights 
and  buttons  on  his  arrival,  created  such  a  howl 
of  derisive  astonishment  among  the  semi-nautical 
boys  of  Deal,  that  his  friends  became  heartily 
aahamed  of  him.  Bax,  therefore,  walked  him  off 
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at  once  to  a  slop-shop,  where  sea-stores  of  every 
possible  or  conceivable  kind  could  be  purchased  at 
reasonable  prices,  from  a  cotton  kerchief,  with  the 
Union  Jack  in  the  middle  of  it,  to  the  old  anchor 
of  a  seventy-four  gun  ship,  with  a  wooden  stock  big 
enough  to  make  a  canoe. 

Here  Peekins  was  disrobed  of  his  old  garments^ 
and  clad  in  canvas  trousers,  pilot-cloth  jacket  and 
vest,  with  capacious  pockets,  and  a  sou'- wester; 
all  of  which  fitted  "him  so  loosely  that  he  felt  per- 
suaded in  his  own  mind  he  could  easily  have 
jumped  out  of  them  with  an  upward  bound,  01 
have  slipped  out  of  them  downwards  through  either 
leg  of  the  pantaloons.  He  went  into  that  store  a 
blue  spider,  he  came  out  a  reasonable-looking  sea- 
faring boy,  rather  narrow  and  sloping  about  the 
shoulders,  it  is  true,  but  smart  enough  and  baggy 
enough — especially  about  the  nether  garments — to 
please  even  Bax,  who,  in  such  matters,  was  rather 
fastidious. 

The  whispered  communication,  above  referred  to, 
had  the  effect  of  causing  Bluenose  to  spring  up 
from  the  coil  of  rope,  and  exclaim — 

"You  don't  say  so!" 

Then,  checking  himself,  and  looking  mysterious, 
he  said  he  wanted  to  have  a  word  with  Bax  in 
private,  and  would  be  obligated  if  he'd  go  with  him 
a  bit  along  shore. 

L 
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"Well,  what's  the  news?"  inquired  Bax,  when 
they  were  alone. 

"We've  heerd  of  Long  Orrick,"  said  Bluenose 
eagerly. 

"That's  not  much  news,"  said  Bax;  "you  told 
me  there  wasn't  enough  witnesses  to  swear  to  him, 
or  something  o'  that  sort,  and  that  it  would  be 
no  use  attempting  to  put  him  in  limbo,  didn't 
you?" 

"Ay,"  replied  the  other,  striking  his  clenched 
right  hand  into  the  palm  of  his  left,  "  but  the  villain 
don't  the  less  desarve  to  be  tied  up,  and  get  twelve 
dozen  for  all  that.  I'd  content  myself  with  knock- 
ing out  both  his  daylights  for  his  cowardly  attempt 
to  badger  an  old  man,  but  that  wouldn't  be  safe; 
besides,  I  know'd  well  enough  he'd  take  to  smug- 
gliu'  again,  an'  soon  give  us  a  chance  to  nab  him  at 
his  old  tricks ;  so  Coleman  and  I  have  been  keepin' 
a  look-out  on  him  ;  and  we've  found  that  small  yard 
o'  pump-water,  Peekins,  oncommon  clever  in  the 
way  o'  watchin'.  He's  just  brought  me  word  that 
he  heard  Long  Orrick  talkin'  with  his  chum,  Rodney 
Nick,  an'  plannin'  to  run  their  lugger  to-night  into 
Pegwell  Bay,  as  the  coast  at  the  Fiddler's  Cave 
would  be  too  well  watched ;  so  I'm  goin'  down  to 
Fiddler's  Cave  to-night,  and  I  wants  you  to  go  with 
me.  Well  get  Coleman  to  help  us,  for  he's  savage 
to  get  hold  of  Long  Orrick  ever  since  the  night  they 
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put  Mm  in  a  sack,  an'  left  him  to  air  his  timbers  in 
the  Great  Chapel  Field" 

"  But  if,"  said  Bax,  "  Long  Orrick  said  he  would 
run  to  Pegwell  Bay,  which  is  three  or  four  miles  to 
the  nor'ard  o'  this,  and  resolved  that  he  would  not 
go  to  Fiddler's  Cave,  which  is  six  miles  to  the 
a'uth'ard,  why  should  you  go  to  the  very  place  he's 
not  likely  to  be  found  at?" 

"Because  I  knows  the  man,"  replied  Bluenose, 
with  a  wink  of  deep  meaning ;  "  I  knows  hrm  better 
than  you  do.  Wen  Long  Orrick  is  seen  bearin'  away 
due  north  with  flying  colours,  you  may  take  your 
Davy  that  his  true  course  lies  south,  or  thereby." 

Bax  smiled,  and  suggested  that  they  should  take 
Guy  Foster  with  them,  and  when  Tommy  Bogey 
heard  what  they  were  about  he  volunteered  his  ser- 
vices, which  were  accepted  laughingly.  Being  of  a 
sociable  disposition,  Tommy  deemed  it  prudent  to. 
press  Peekins  into  the  service,  and  Peekins,  albeit 
not  pugnacious  by  nature,  was  quite  willing  and 
ready  to  follow  wherever  his  sturdy  little  friend 
chose  to  lead. 

So  they  all  set  off,  along  the  road  that  skirts  the 
beach,  towards  St.  Margaret's  Bay.  The  sun  was 
just  sinking  as  they  started,  and  the  red  clouds  were 
beginning  to  deepen  in  their  colour  and  look  ominous, 
though  the  sea  was  still  quiet  and  clear  like  a  sheet 
of  glass. 
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After  following  the  road  for  some  time,  they 
diverged  into  the  footpath  that  leads  to,  and  winds 
along  the  giddy  edge  of,  the  chalk  cliffs  which  rise 
abruptly  from  the  shore  at  this  part  of  the  Kentish 
coast  to  the  height  of  several  hundred  feet 

The  path  being  narrow,  they  were  obliged  to  walk 
in  single  file,  Bax  leading,  Bluenose  and  Guy  follow- 
ing, and  Tommy  with  his  meek  friend  bringing  up 
the  rear. 

The  view  seawards  was  indescribably  magnificent 
from  the  elevated  ridge  along  which  they  hastened. 
The  Downs  was  crowded  with  hundreds  of  vessels 
of  every  form  and  size,  as  well  as  of  every  country, 
all  waiting  for  a  favourable  breeze  to  enable  them 
to  quit  the  roadstead  and  put  to  sea.  Pilot  luggers 
and  other  shore-boats  of  various  kinds  were  moving 
about  among  these ;  some  on  the  look-out  for  em- 
ployment, others  intent  on  doing  a  stroke  of  busi" 
ness  in  the  smuggling  way,  if  convenient  Far 
away  along  the  beach  men  of  the  coast-guard  might 
be  seen,  like  little  black  specks,  with  telescopes 
actively  employed,  ready  to  pounce  on  and  over- 
haul (more  or  less  stringently  according  to  cir- 
cumstances) every  boat  that  touched  the  shingle. 
Everything  in  nature  seemed  silent  and  motionless, 
with  the  exception  of  the  sea-mews  that  wheeled 
round  the  summits  of  the  cliffs  or  dived  into  the 
glassy  sea. 
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All  these  things  were  noted  and  appreciated  in 
various  degrees  by  the  members  of  the  party  who 
hastened  towards  St  Margaret's  Bay,  bnt  none  of 
them  commented  much  on  the  scenery.  They  were 
too  well  accustomed  to  the  face  of  nature  in  every 
varying  mood  to  be  much  struck  with  her  face  on 
the  present  occasion.  Perhaps  we  may  except  Guy 
Foster,  who,  being  more  of  a  city  man  than  his  com- 
panions, besides  being  more  highly  educated,  was 
more  deeply  impressed  by  what  he  saw  that  evening. 
But  Guy  was  too  much  absorbed  by  the  object  of 
the  expedition  to  venture  any  remark  on  the  beau- 
tiful aspect  of  nature. 

"  D'ye  see  that  lugger,  Bax  ?"  said  Bluenose,  point- 
ing to  a  particular  spot  on  the  sea. 

"  Between  the  Yankee  and  the  Frenchman  ?"  said 
Bax,  "  I  see  it  well  enough.  What  then  ?" 

"  That's  Long  Orrick's  boat,"  replied  the  Captain, 
*  I'd  know  it  among  a  thousand.  Depend  on  it  we'll 
nab  him  to-night  with  a  rich  cargo  of  baccy  and 
brandy  a-board.  The  two  B.'s  are  too  much  for 
him.  He'd  sell  his  soul  for  baccy  and  brandy." 

"  That's  not  such  an  uncommon  weakness  as  you 
seem  to  think,"  observed  Guy.  "  Every  day  men  sell 
their  souls  for  more  worthless  things." 

"D'ye  think  so?"  said  Bluenose,  with  a  philo- 
sophical twist  in  his  eyebrows. 

"  I  know  it,"  returned  Guy ;  "  men  often  sell  both 
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body  and  aoul  (as  far  as  we  can  judge)  for  a  mere 
idea." 

Here  Bax,  who  had  been  examining  the  lugger  in 
question  with  a  pocket-telescope,  said  that  he  had 
no  doubt  whatever  Bluenose  was  right,  and  hastened 
forward  at  a  smarter  pace  than  before. 

In  less  than  two  hours  they  descended  the  steep 
cliffs  to  the  shingle  of  St.  Margaret's  Bay ;  and  at 
the  same  time  the  wind  began  to  rise,  while  the 
shades  of  night  gradually  overspread  the  scene. 

St.  Margaret's  Bay  is  one  of  those  small,  quiet, 
secluded  hamlets  which  are  not  unfrequently  met 
with  along  our  coasts,  and  in  regard  to  which  the 
stranger  is  irresistibly  led  to  ask  mentally,  if  not 
really,  "  why  did  people  ever  come  to  build  cottages 
and  dwell  here,  and  what  do  they  do  ?  how  do  they 
make  a  livelihood  ?" 

No  stranger  ever  obtains  a  satisfactory  answer  to 
these  questions,  for  the  very  good  reason  that,  short 
though  they  be,  the  answers  to  them  would  involve 
almost  a  volume,  or  a  speech  equal  in  length  to  that 
with  which  the  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer  intro- 
duces his  annual  budget.  There  would  be  various 
classes  to  describe,  numerous  wants  to  apprehend, 
peculiar  circumstances  and  conditions  of  social  life 
to  explain ;  in  short,  the  thing  is  a  mystery  to  many, 
and  we  merely  remark  on  the  fact,  without  having 
any  intention  of  attempting  to  clear  the  mystery  away. 
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So  narrow  ia  the  strip  of  shingle  that  lies  between 
the  sea  and  the  cliffs  in  St.  Margaret's  Bay,  that  the 
cottages  have  been  built  close  up  to  the  latter — 
much  too  close,  we  venture  to  think,  for  safety ;  but 
perhaps  men  who  live  in  constant  peril  of  their 
lives,  count  the  additional  risk  of  being  crushed 
along  with  their  families  under  twenty  or  thirty  tons 
of  chalk,  unworthy  of  consideration ! 

On  descending  to  the  beach  the  first  thing  our 
party  saw  was  the  burly  figure  of  Coleman  seated  on 
his  "  donkey"  by  the  "  sad  sea  waves." 

It  must  not  be  supposed  that  the  coast-guardman 
was  literally  astride  of  a  live  ass  !  No  ;  his  "  donkey" 
was  an  exceedingly  ingenious  contrivance  invented 
specially  for  the  use  of  a  class  of  men  who,  being 
human,  cannot  avoid  becoming  fatigued — yet  who, 
being  sentinels,  must  not  on  any  account  whatever 
be  permitted  to  encourage  sleep. 

The  men  of  the  coast-guard  are  subject  to  pro- 
longed and  frequent  periods  of  watching,  by  night 
as  well  as  by  day,  hence  they  are  liable  to  become 
wearied.  It  has  been  wisely  considered  that  the 
most  self-denying  mortal  alive  will,  when  hard 
pressed,  sit  down  on  a  rock  or  on  the  ground, 
if  need  be,  just  to  relieve  his  legs  a  little.  The 
same  wise  consideration  has  recalled  the  fact  that 
when  men  do  this  they  become  helplessly  incap- 
able of  resisting  the  drowsy  god,  and  will  assuredly 
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go   to   sleep,   against   their  will  and   their  judg- 
ment. 

To  meet  this  case,  some  truly  great  mind  invented 
the  "  donkey."  This  contrivance  is  simply  a  stool 
with  one  leg.  The  top  of  the  stool  is  not  round,  but 
oblong,  and  very  small  A  hole  in  the  centre  re- 
ceives the  solitary  leg,  which  is  attached  to  it  by  a 
piece  of  cord,  and  can  be  pulled  out  when  occasion 
requires,  and  the  machine  thrown  over  the  arm  as 
one  would  throw  a  cloak  or  scarf.  The  beauty  of 
the  donkey  is,  that  it  forms  an  excellent  seat  on 
which  a  man  can  balance  himself  and  rest  with  great 
comfort  as  long  as  he  keeps  awake ;  but  should  he 
fall  asleep,  even  for  one  instant,  he  infallibly  comes  to 
the  ground  with  a  shock  so  severe  that  he  is  quite 
certain  to  remain  wakeful  during  the  remainder  of 
his  vigil! 

"  What,  ho !  Coleman,"  cried  Bax,  as  he  and  hia 
friends  drew  near,  "  have  you  actually  acquired  the 
art  of  sleeping  on  a  donkey  ?" 

Coleman  rose  and  turned  round  with  a  good- 
humoured  smile  on  his  ruddy  visage  : 

"  Nay,  not  quite  that,"  said  he,  "  but  the  hiss  of 
the  waves  is  apt  to  dull  the  hearin'  a  bit,  an'  one 
don't  nat 'rally  look  for  enemies  from  land'ard,  d'ye 
see  ?" 

"  Mayhap  not,"  said  Bluenose,  taking  a  fresh  quid 
of  tobacco  out  of  a  brass  ibox  which  he  carried  at  all 
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times  in  his  waistcoat  pocket;  "but  I  expect  an 
enemy  from  seaward  to-night  who'll  be  oncommon 
glad' to  make  your  acquaintance,  no  doubt !" 

Here  the  Captain  chuckled,  engulfed  his  fresh 
quid,  and  proceeded  to  explain  the  nature  of  their 
errand.  Having  done  so,  he  asked  Coleman  what  he 
thought  of  it. 

The  worthy  coast-guardman  scratched  his  nose 
and  stared  at  the  shingle  for  some  minutes  before 
venturing  to  reply. 

"  I  think,"  said  he  at  length,  "  that  well  cook  his 
goose  to-night ;  that's  wot  it  is." 

Coleman  paused,  and  looked  thoughtfully  at 
Bluenose.  The  Captain  nodded  his  head  pleasantly, 
but  said  nothing,  and  Coleman  proceeded — 

"  He'll  come  in  with  the  flood-tide  no  doubt,  if  the 
gale  don't  drive  him  in  sooner,  an'  run  ashore  as  near 
to  the  cave  as  possible  ;  but  hell  be  scared  away  if 
he  sees  anything  like  unusual  watchin'  on  the  shore, 
so  you'd  better  get  out  o'  sight  as  fast  as  ye  can, 
and  keep  there." 

"  Don't  you  think  it  would  be  as  well  that  you 
also  should  keep  out  of  sight,  and  so  leave  the  coast 
clear  for  him  ?"  suggested  Bax. 

"Not  so,"  said  Coleman  with  a  grin,  "he'd  see 
that  I'd  done  it  for  an  object.  Long  Orrick  keeps 
his  weather  eye  too  wide  open  to  be  caught  so  easy 
as  that  comes  to." 
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"  Well,  but  come  up  for  half-an-hour,  and  have  a 
glass  of  beer  while  we  talk  over  the  business,"  said 
Bax. 

Coleman  shook  his  head,  "Can't  quit  my  post; 
besides,  I  don't  drink  no  beer." 

"Brayvo!  old  feller,"  cried  Bluenose,  "give  us 
your  flipper.  Water,  cold,  for  ever !  say  I,  as  the 
whale  remarked  to  the  porpoise.  But  let's  go  under 
the  lee  o'  the  boat-'ouse  an'  talk  it  out,  for  we  shan't 
nab  Long  Orrick  this  night,  if  we  doesn't  go  at  'im 
like  a  cat  at  a  mouse." 

"Just  listen  to  that  old  codfish,"  said  Tommy 
Bogey  to  Peekins,  "  takin'  credit  to  Ids-self  for  not 
drinkin',  though  he  smokes  like  a  steam-tug,  an' 
chews  like — like — I'm  a  Dutchman  if  I  know  what, 
unless  it  be  like  the  bo 'sun  of  a  seventy-four  gun 
ship." 

"Do  bo 'suns  of  seventy-four  gun  ships  chew 
very  bad  ?"  inquired  Peekins. 

"  Oh !  don't  they !"  exclaimed  Tommy,  opening 
his  eyes  very  wide,  and  rounding  his  mouth  so  as  to 
express  his  utter  inability  to  convey  any  idea  of  the 
terrific  powers  of  bo'suns  in  that  particular  line. 
"  But  Bluenose  beat's  'em  alL  He'd  chew  oakum,  I 
do  believe,  if  he  didn't  get  baccy,  and  yet  he  boasts 
of  not  drinkin' !  Seems  to  me  he's  just  as  bad  as  the 
rest  of  us." 

"  D'you  think  so  ?"  said  Peekins,  with  a  doubtful 
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look  ;  "  don't  you  think  the  man  who  does  only  two 
nasty  things  is  better  off  than  the  one  that  does 
three?" 

"  Nasty  things  !"  exclaimed  Tommy  in  a  tone  of 
amazement.  "  Don't  Bai  drink  and  smoke,  and  d'ye 
think  he'd  do  one  or  f  other  if  they  was  nasty  ? 
Peekins,  you  small  villain  as  was  a  blue  spider  only 
a  week  since,  if  you  ever  talks  of  them  things  being 
nasty  again,  I'll  wop  you !" 

"You  hear  that,  Bax?"  said  Guy  Foster,  who, 
being  only  a  few  paces  ahead  of  the  boys,  had  over- 
heard the  remark,  spoken  as  it  was  in  rather  a  loud 
key. 

Bax  nodded  his  head,  and  smiled,  but  made  no 
reply. 

It  is  but  just  to  say  that  Tommy's  threat  was 
uttered  more  than  half  in  jest.  He  would  as  soon 
have  thought  of  "  wopping"  a  little  girl  as  of  mal- 
treating his  meek  companion.  But  Peekins  was 
uncertain  how  to  take  his  threat,  so,  not  being 
desirous  of  a  wopping,  he  held  his  tongue  and 
humbly  followed  his  comrades. 

The  party  walked  for  some  time  at  the  foot  of 
the  cliffs  under  the  lee  of  a  boat-house,  engaged  in 
earnest  conversation  as  to  the  best  mode  of  pro- 
ceeding in  the  meditated  enterprise.  It  was  evident 
to  all  of  them  that  the  hour  for  action  could  not 
be  far  distant ;  for  the  gale  increased  every 
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moment;  the  light  on  the  South  Foreland  was 
already  sending  its  warning  rays  far  and  wide 
over  the  angry  sea,  whence  the  floating  lights  that 
mark  the  sands  sent  back  their  nightly  greeting, 
while  dark  thunderous  clouds  mantled  over  the  sky 
and  deepened  the  shades  of  night  which,  ere  long 
completely  overspread  land  and  sea. 
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CHAPTER   XL 

THE  SmaOGLERS'  CAVE— A  SURPRISE,  A  DECEPTION,  A  FIGHT,  AITS 

AN  ESCAVE. 

THE  Fiddler's  Cave,  alias  Canterbury  Cave,  alias 
the  Smugglers'  Cave,  is  a  cavern  of  unknown  extent 
situated  under  the  high  chalk  cliffs  at  the  south- 
ern extremity  of  St.  Margaret's  Bay. 

Tradition  informs  us  that  its  first  appellation  was 
bestowed  in  consequence  of  a  fiddler  having  gone 
into  it  with  his  dog  many  years  ago,  and  never  hav- 
ing come  out  again.  Four  days  afterwards  the  dog 
crept  out  in  a  dying  condition.  It  is  supposed  that 
the  man  must  have  wandered  too  far  into  the  cavern, 
and  been  overpowered  by  foul  air.  Tradition  also 
says  that  there  is  a  passage  from  it,  underground,  all 
the  way  to  Canterbury,  a  distance  of  eighteen  miles ; 
hence  its  second  name.  No  one,  however,  seems  to 
have  verified  this  report  The  Kentish  smugglers, 
from  whom  the  cave  derives  its  last  title,  have  un- 
doubtedly made  much  use  of  it  in  days  of  old.  At 
the  period  of  our  story,  the  entrance  to  Fiddler's  Cave 
was  so  much  obstructed  by  rubbish  and  sand  that  a 
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man  had  to  stoop  low  on  entering  the  passage  which 
led  to  the  interior.  At  the  present  day  the  entrance 
is  so  nearly  closed  up  that  a  man  could  not  creep 
along  it  even  on  his  hands  and  knees. 

Here,  on  the  threatening  night  of  which  we  are 
writing,  a  boatman  stood  on  the  watch,  close  under 
the  rocks  that  overhung  the  entrance  to  the  cavern. 
The  man  was  habited,  like  most  of  his  brethren  of 
the  coast,  in  rough  garments,  with  long  boots,  sou'- 
wester cap,  and  oiled,  tarred,  and  greased  upper 
garments,  suitable  to  the  stormy  night  in  which  he 
had  seen  fit  to  hold  his  vigiL 

A  feeble  ray  of  light  that  struggled  in  the  cavern 
showed  that  the  man  clutched  a  pistol  in  his  right 
hand,  and  with  a  frown  on  his  brow,  glanced  alter- 
nately out  to  sea  where  all  was  darkness,  and  along 
shore  where  the  only  visible  living  object  was  the 
figure  of  old  Coleman  seated  on  his  "  donkey."  It 
need  scarcely  be  added  that  the  sight  of  the  coast- 
guardman  was  the  cause  of  the  smuggler's  frown. 

The  gale  was  now  blowing  stiffly,  and  rolling 
black  clouds  so  covered  the  sky  that  the  moon  was 
entirely  obscured  by  them,  save  when  an  occasional 
break  permitted  a  few  rays  to  stream  down  and  re-  • 
veal  the  elemental  strife  that  was  going  on  below. 

Ooleman,  regardless  of  the  storm,  maintained  his 
position  on  his  one-legged  companion,  and  bending 
his  body  to  the  blast,  endeavoured  to  pierce  the 
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gloom  that  enshrouded  everything  seaward  beyond 
the  large  breakers  that  sent  their  foam  hissing  up  to 
his  very  feet.  While  he  sat  there  he  thought,  or 
muttered,  thus : — 

"It's  odd,  now,  I'd  ha'  thought  he'd  have  run 
ashore  afore  this ;  seein'  that  I've  sat  on  this  here 
donkey  for  more  nor  an  hour,  a-purpose  to  let  him 
see  that  I'm  only  watchin'  here,  and  nowhere  else. 
He  can't  but  see  there's  a  goodish  lump  o'  the  coast 
free  to  him  so  long  as  I  sit  here.  But  he's  a  sly 
feller;  p'raps  he  suspects  somethin'.  An'  yet,  I'll 
go  bound,  he  don't  guess  that  there's  six  or  seven 
of  his  worst  enemies  hidin'  all  along  the  coast,  with 
eyes  like  needles,  and  ears  on  full  cock  !  How'sever, 
it  won't  do  to  sit  much  longer.  If  he  don't  come 
in  five  minutes,  I'll  git  up  an'  walk  along  in  an  easy 
unsuspectin'  way.  Dear  me,  wot  a  set  o'  hypocrites 
we've  got  to  be  in  the  hexecution  of  our  dooty !" 

While  Coleman  moralized  thus,  in  utter  ignorance 
of  the  near  proximity  of  an  eye-witness,  the  smuggler 
at  the  mouth  of  the  cave,  who  was  no  other  than 
Ox-rick's  friend,  Eodney  Nick,  muttered  some  remarks 
between  his  teeth  which  were  by  no  means  compli- 
mentary to  the  other. 

"  What  are  ye  sittin'  there  for,  ye  old  idiot  ?"  said 
he  savagely.  "  I  do  blieve  ye've  lamed  to  sleep  on 
the  donkey.  Ha !  there's  two  of  ye  together,  an' 
the  wooden  one's  the  best  Wouldn't  I  just  like  to 
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be  yer  leftenant,  my  boy  ?  an'  I'd  come  to  know  why 
you  don't  go  on  your  beat  "Why,  there  may  be  no 
end  o'  cats  and  galleys  takin'  the  beach  wi'  baccy 
an'  lush  enough  to  smother  you  up  alive,  an'  you 
sittin'  there  snuffin'  the  east  wind  like  an  old  ass, 
as  ye  are." 

The  smuggler  uttered  the  last  sentence  in  deep 
exasperation,  for  the  time  appointed  for  signalizing 
his  comrades  at  sea  had  arrived,  and  yet  that  stolid 
coast -guardinan  sat  there  as  if  he  had  become  fas- 
tened to  the  shingle. 

"  I've  a  good  mind  to  run  out  an'  hit  ye  a  crack 
over  yer  figure-head,"  he  continued,  grasping  his 
pistol  nervously  and  taking  a  step  forward.  "  Hallo  ! 
one  would  a'most  think  you'd  heard  me  speak,"  he 
added  and  shrank  back,  as  Coleman  rose  from  his 
seat  (the  five  minutes  having  expired),  and  sauntered 
with  a  careless  air  straight  towards  the  cave. 

I0n  reaching  it  he  paused  and  looked  into  it 
Eodney  Nick  crouched  in  the  shadow  of  a  projecting 
rock,  and  grasped  his  pistol  tightly  for  a  moment, 
under  the  impression  that  he  was  about  to  be  dis- 
covered. He  was  one  of  those  fierce,  angry  men  who 
are  at  all  times  ready  to  risk  their  lives  in  order  to 
gratify  revenge.  Old  Coleman  had  more  than  once 
thwarted  Kodney  Nick  in  his  designs,  besides  having 
in  other  ways  incurred  his  dislike,  and  there  is  no 
doubt  that  had  the  coast-guardman  discovered 
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at  that  moment,  he  would  have  paid  for  the  dis- 
covery with  his  life.  Fortunately  for  both  of  them 
Coleman  turned,  after  standing  a  few  seconds  at  the 
mouth  of  the  cave,  and  retraced  his  steps  along  the 
beach. 

He  prolonged  his  walk  on  this  occasion  to  the 
extremity  of  his  beat,  but,  long  before  reaching  that 
point  his  figure  was  lost  to  the  smuggler's  view  in 
darkness. 

"  At  last !"  exclaimed  Eodney  Nick,  taking  a  dark 
lantern  from  his  breast,  and  peering  cautiously  in 
every  direction.  "  Now  then,  Long  Orrick,  if  ye 
look  sharp  we'll  cheat  'em  again,  and  chew  our  quids 
and  drink  our  grog  free  of  dooty  !" 

As  he  muttered  these  words  the  smuggler  flashed 
the  lantern  for  an  instant,  in  such  a  manner  that  its 
brilliant  bull's-eye  was  visible  far  out  at  sea.  Again 
he  let  its  light  shine  out  for  one  instant ;  then  he 
closed  the  lid  and  awaited  the  result 

Out  upon  the  sea,  not  far  from  the  wild  breakers 
that  thundered  and  burst  in  foam  on  the  south  end 
of  the  Goodwin  Sands,  a  boat,  of  the  size  and  form 
styled  by  men  of  the  coast  a  "  cat,"  was  tossing  idly 
on  the  waves.  The  men  in  her  were  employed  in 
the  easy  task  of  keeping  her  head  to  the  wind,  and 
in  the  anxious  occupation  of  keeping  a  "  bright  look- 
out'' on  the  shore. 

"Time's  up,"  said  one  of  the  men,  turning  aud- 
it 
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denly  towards  his  companions,  and  allowing  the 
light  of  a  dark  lantern  to  fall  on  the  face  of  a  watch 
which  he  held  in  his  hand. 

"Dowse  the  glim,  you  lubber,"  cried  the  angry 
voice  of  Long  Orrick,  "  and  keep  a  sharp  look-out 
for  the  signal.  If  it  don't  come  well  run  for  Old 
Stairs  Bay,  an'  if  they're  too  sharp  for  us  there  we'll 
make  for  Pegwell  Bay,  and  drop  the  tubs  overboard 
with  sinkers  at  'em." 

For  nearly  quarter  of  an  hour  the  party  in  the 
boat  watched  in  silence.  It  was  evident  that  Long 
Orrick  was  becoming  impatient  from  the  way  in 
which  he  turned,  now  to  windward,  to  scan  the 
threatening  sky,  and  then  to  landward,  to  look  for 
the  expected  signal  He  felt,  on  the  one  hand, 
that  if  the  gale  continued  to  increase,  it  would  be 
necessary  to  run  for  the  nearest  place  of  safety ;  and 
he  felt,  on  the  other  hand,  that  if  he  did  not  succeed 
in  landing  the  goods  at  Fiddler's  Cave,  there  would 
be  small  chance  of  his  getting  them  ashore  at  all. 

"  There's  the  glim,"  cried  one  of  the  men. 

w  All  right !  up  with  a  bit  o'  the  sail,"  said  Long 
Orrick,  seizing  the  tiller  from  the  man  who  held  it. 

In  a  second  or  two  they  were  driving  before  the 
wind  straight  for  the  shore.  With  such  a  stiff  breeze 
the  boat  was  soon  close  to  the  breakers,  and  now 
the  utmost  care  was  necessary  in  order  to  prevent 
it  from  broaching-to  and  being  capsized.  No 
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anxiety  was  felt,  however,  by  the  crew  of  the  little 
craft.  Deal  boatmen  are  noted  for  their  expert- 
ness  in  beaching  their  boats  and  in  putting  off 
to  sea  in  rough  weather,  and  the  man  who  held  the 
tiller  of  the  little  boat  which  danced  on  the  white 
crests  of  the  waves  that  night  had  many  and  many 
a  time  come  through  such  trifling  danger  scatheless. 

"  Look  out,  Bill,"  cried  Orrick,  as  the  thunder  of 
the  waves  on  the  beach  sounded  in  his  ears,  and  the 
great  chalk  cliffs  rose  up,  ghostlike  and  dim,  before 
him.  To  one  unaccustomed  to  such  scenes  it  might 
have  appeared  an  act  of  madness  to  run  ashore  on 
such  a  night.  But  the  danger  was  not  so  great  as 
it  seemed. 

The  man  at  the  bow  stood  ready  with  a  boat- 
hook.  In  a  moment  the  keel  grated  on  the  shingle. 
Instantly  the  men  were  over  the  side,  and  the  boat 
was  hauled  up  the  beach. 

"Now,  then,  for  the  tubs.  Make  for  the  cave 
straight.  Eodney  Nick  will  be  here  in  a  minute. 
Ah,  here  he  comes !  Well,  Eodney,  we've  done  it 
pretty  smart,"  said  Long  Orrick,  wading  with  a  keg 
of  brandy  towards  a  figure  which  approached  him 
from  the  beach.  "  Here  you  are,  there's  lots  more 
of  'em.  We're  in  luck.  Look  alive !  The  coast's 
clear,  I  suppose  ?" 

"Hall  right,"  said  the  dark  figure  in  a  hoarse 
whisper,  which  terminated  in  a  low  chuckle,  as  Long 


180  THE  LIFEBOAT. 

Orrick  placed  the  keg  innocently  in  the  arms  of  old 
Coleman  and  returned  to  the  boat  for  more ! 

It  may  be  as  well  to  remark  here — in  order  to 
clear  up  this  mystery — that  although  Coleman  had 
not  observed  the  flash  of  Rodney  Nick's  lantern,  his 
sharp  eye  had  observed  the  gleam  of  the  light  in  the 
boat,  when  one  of  the  men,  as  already  mentioned, 
threw  it  on  the  face  of  his  timepiece. 

Supposing,  erroneously,  that  this  latter  was  a 
signal  to  the  shore,  Coleman,  nevertheless,  came  to 
the  correct  conclusion  that  some  one  must  be  awaiting 
Long  Orrick  near  at  hand,  and  felt  convinced  that 
the  Smugglers'  Cave  must  needs  be  the  rendezvous. 

Hastening  cautiously  to  Bax,  whose  station  was 
not  far  distant  from  the  cave,  he  communicated  his 
suspicions,  and  they  went  together  towards  the 
place. 

"I'll  go  in  first,"  said  Coleman,  "'cause  I  know 
the  place  better  than  you  do." 

"  Very  good,"  assented  Bax,  "111  standby  to  lend 
a  hand." 

Arrived  at  the  cavern,  Bax  waited  outside,  and 
Coleman  went  in  so  stealthily  that  he  was  at  Eodney 
Nick's  side  before  that  worthy  had  the  smallest  sus- 
picion of  his  presence.  Indeed,  Coleman  would 
certainly  have  ran  against  the  smuggler  in  the  dark, 
had  not  the  latter  happened  to  have  been  muttering 
savage  threats  against  wind  and  tide,  friends  and  foes, 
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alike,  in  consequence  of  the  non-appearance  of  the 
boat 

Seizing  hi™  suddenly  from  behind,  Coleman  placed 
his  knee  in  the  small  of  his  back,  forced  him  almost 
double,  and  then  laid  him  flat  on  the  ground. 

At  the  same  moment  Bax  knelt  by  his  side,  put 
one  of  his  strong  hands  on  the  smuggler's  right  arm 
— thereby  rendering  it  powerless — and  placed  the 
other  on  his  mouth. 

So  quickly  was  it  all  done  that  Rodney  was  bound 
and  gagged  in  less  than  two  minutes.  Coleman  then 
ran  out  just  in  time  to  receive  the  first  instalment  of 
the  brandy,  as  already  related.  Being  much  the 
same  in  build  and  height  with  Rodney  Nick,  he 
found  no  difficulty  in  passing  for  him  in  the  darkness 
of  the  night  and  violence  of  the  wind,  which  latter 
rendered  his  hoarse  whispers  almost  unintelligible. 

In  this  way  several  kegs  of  brandy,  boxes  of  cigars, 
and  bundles  of  tobacco  were  landed  and  conveyed  to 
the  cavern  by  Coleman,  who  refused  to  allow  Bax  to 
act  as  an  assistant,  fearing  that  his  great  size  might 
betray  him. 

On  the  fifth  or  sixth  trip  he  found  Long  Orrick 
waiting  for  him  somewhat  impatiently. 

"  You  might  have  brought  a  hand  with  ye,  man," 
said  the  latter,  testily. 

"  Couldn't  git  one,"  said  Coleman,  taking  the  keg 
that  was  delivered  to  him. 
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"  What  say  ?"  cried  Orrick. 

"  Couldn't  git  one,"  repeated  the  other,  as  loudly 
and  hoarsely  as  he  could  whisper. 

"Speak  out,  man,"  cried  Long  Orrick,  with  an 
oath ;  "  you  ain't  used  to  have  delicate  lungs." 

"  I  couldn't  git  nobody  to  come  with  me,"  said 
Coleman,  in  a  louder  voice. 

The  tone  was  not  distinct,  but  it  was  sufficient  to 
open  the  eyes  of  the  smuggler.  Scarcely  •  had  the 
last  word  left  his  lips  when  Coleman  received  a  blow 
between  the  eyes  that  laid  him  flat  on  the  beach. 
Fortunately  the  last  wave  had  retired.  There  was 
only  an  inch  or  so  of  foam  around  hmi.  Long  Orrick 
knelt  on  his  foe,  and  drew  a  knife  from  his  girdle. 
Before  the  next  wave  came  up,  Coleman  with  one 
hand  caught  the  uplifted  arm  of  his  adversary,  and 
with  the  other  discharged  a  pistol  which  he  had 
drawn  from  his  breast.  In  another  instant  they  were 
struggling  with  each  other  in  the  wave  which  imme- 
diately swept  over  the  beach,  and  Bax  was  standing 
over  them,  uncertain  where  to  strike,  as  the  darkness 
rendered  friend  and  foe  alike  undistinguishable. 

The  men  in  the  boat  at  once  rushed  to  the  rescue, 
omitting  to  take  weapons  with  them  in  their  haste. 
Seeing  this,  Bax  seized  the  struggling  men  by  their 
collars,  and  exerting  his  great  strength  to  the 
utmost,  dragged  them  both  high  upon  the  beach. 
He  was  instantly  assailed  by  the  crew,  the  first  and 
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second  of  whom  he  knocked  down  respectively  with 
a  right  and  left  hand  blow,  but  the  third  sprang  on 
him  behind,  and  two  others  came  up  at  the  same 
moment — one  on  each  side — and  seized  his  arms. 

Had  Bax  been  an  ordinary  man,  his  case  would 
have  been  hopeless  ;  but  having  been  endowed  with 
an  amount  of  muscular  power  and  vigour  far  beyond 
the  average  of  strong  men,  he  freed  himself  in  a 
somewhat  curious  manner.  Bending  forward,  he 
lifted  the  man  who  grasped  him  round  the  neck  from 
behind  quite  off  his  legs,  and,  by  a  sudden  stoop, 
threw  him  completely  over  his  head.  This  enabled 
him  to  hurl  his  other  assailants  to  the  ground,  where 
they  lay  stunned  and  motionless.  He  then  darted 
at  Coleman  and  Long  Orrick,  who  were  still  strug- 
gling together  with  tremendous  fury. 

Seeing  his  approach,  the  smuggler  suddenly  gave 
in,  relaxed  his  hold,  and  exclaimed,  with  a  laugh, 
as  Bax  laid  hold  of  him — 

"  Well,  well,  I  see  it's  all  up  with  me,  so  it's  o' 
no  use  resistin'." 

"  No,  that  it  ain't,  my  friend,"  said  Coleman,  rising 
and  patting  his  foe  on  the  back.  "  I  can't  tell  ye 
how  pleased  I  am  to  meet  with  ye.  You're  gettin' 
stouter,  I  think.  Smugglin'  seems  to  agree  with 
ye!— hey?" 

He  said  this  with  a  leer,  and  Bax  laughed  as  ha 
inspected  Long  Orrick  more  narrowly. 
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The  fact  was  that  the  smuggler's  clothing  was  so 
stuffed  in  all  parts  with  tobacco  that  his  lanky  pro- 
portions had  quite  disappeared,  and  he  had  become 
so  ludicrously  rotund  as  to  be  visibly  altered  even 
in  a  dark  night ! 

"  Well,  it  does  agree  with  me,  that's  a  fact,"  said 
Long  Orrick,  with  a  savage  laugh ;  in  the  tone  of 
which  there  was  mingled,  however,  quite  as  much 
bitterness  as  merriment 

Just  at  this  moment  the  rest  of  Coleman's  friends, 
including  Tommy  Bogey  and  Peekins,  appeared  on 
the  scene  in  breathless  haste,  having  been  attracted 
by  the  pistol-shot 

In  the  eager  question  and  answer  that  followed, 
Long  Orrick  was  for  a  moment  not  sufficiently 
guarded.  He  wrenched  himself  suddenly  from  the 
loosened  grasp  of  Bax,  and,  darting  between  several 
of  the  party,  one  of  whom  he  floored  in  passing  with 
a  left-handed  blow,  he  ran  along  the  shore  at  the 
top  of  his  speed ! 

Bax,  blazing  with  disappointment  and  indignation, 
set  off  in  fierce  pursuit,  and  old  Coleman,  bursting 
with  anger,  followed  as  fast  as  his  short  legs  and 
shorter  wind  would  permit  him,  Guy  Foster  and 
several  of  the  others  joined  in  the  chase,  while  those 
who  remained  behind  contented  themselves  with 
securing  the  men  who  had  been  already  captured. 
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CHAPTEE  XII. 

THE  STORM—  THE  WRECK  OF  THE  HOMXWARD-BOtmB — 
THX  LIFEBOAT. 

A  STERN  chase  never  was  and  never  will  be  a 
short  ona  Old  Coleman,  in  the  course  of  quarter 
of  a  mile's  run,  felt  that  his  powers  were  limited 
and  wisely  stopped  short;  Bax,  Guy,  and  Tommy 
Bogey  held  on  at  full  speed  for  upwards  of  two 
miles  along  the  beach,  following  the  road  which 
wound  along  the  base  of  the  chalk  cliffs,  and  keep- 
ing the  fugitive  well  in  view. 

But  Long  Orrick  was,  as  we  have  seen,  a  good 
runner.  He  kept  his  ground  until  he  reached  a 
small  hamlet  named  Kingsdown,  lying  about  two 
and  a  half  miles  to  the  north  of  St.  Margaret's  Bay. 
Here  he  turned  suddenly  to  the  left,  quitted  the 
beach,  and  made  for  the  interior,  where  he  was  soon 
lost  sight  of,  and  left  his  disappointed  pursuers  to 
grumble  at  their  bad  fortune  and  wipe  their  heated 
brows. 

The  strength  of  the  gale  had  now  increased  to 
such  an  extent  that  it  became  a  matter  not  only  of 
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difficulty  but  of  danger  to  pass  along  shore  beneath 
the  cliffs.  The  spray  was  hurled  against  them  with 
great  violence,  and  as  the  tide  rose  the  larger  waves 
washed  up  with  a  magnificent  and  overwhelming 
sweep  almost  to  their  base.  In  these  circumstances 
Guy  proposed  to  go  back  to  St.  Margaret's  Bay  by 
the  inland  road. 

"  It's  a  bit  longer,"  said  he,  as  they  stood  under 
the  lee  of  a  wall,  panting  from  the  effects  of  their  run, 
"  but  we  shall  be  sheltered  from  the  gale ;  besides,  I 
doubt  if  we  could  pass  under  the  cliffs  now." 

Bax  made  no  reply,  but,  placing  his  hand  on  his 
friend's  arm,  stood  for  a  few  seconds  in  the  attitude  of 
one  who  listens  with  profound  attention. 

"There  it  is,"  said  he  at  last.  "Do  ye  hear 
that,  Guy  ?" 

"7  hear  it,"  cried  Tommy  Bogey  with  some 
excitement. 

"  I  hear  nothing  but  the  howling  of  the  wind," 
said  Guy,  "and  the  roaring  of  the  sea." 

"Hush!  listen!  the  minute-gun,"  said  Bax  in  a 
low  voice;  "it  comes  from  St.  Margaret's  Bay; 
there,  did  you  not — " 

"  Ah !  I  heard  it,"  cried  the  other ;  "  come,  let  us 
run  down  along  the  beach  a  bit,  and  see  if  we  can 
make  out  whereabouts  she  is." 

Guy  spoke  as  if  he  had  no  doubt  whatever  of  the 
cause  of  the  sound*  which  had  attracted  the  atten- 
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tion  of  himself  and  his  friends.  Without  another 
word  they  all  bent  their  heads  to  the  storm,  and 
forced  their  way  out  upon  the  exposed  beach,  where 
they  found  some  fishermen  assembled  in  the  lee  of 
a  boat-house,  looking  eagerly  towards  the  direction 
whence  the  sounds  came. 

"  I'm  afear'd  she's  got  on  the  rocks  to  the  nor'ard 
o'  the  bay,"  said  one  of  the  men,  as  Bax  and  hia 
companions  ran  towards  them ;  "  there  goes  another 
gun." 

A  faint  flash  was  seen  for  an  instant  away  to  the 
southward.  It  was  followed  in  a  few  seconds  by 
the  low  boom  of  a  distant  gun.  Almost  at  the 
same  moment  the  black  heavens  seemed  to  be  cleft 
by  a  sheet  of  vivid  flame,  which  towered  high  into 
the  sky,  and  then  went  out,  leaving  the  darkness 
blacker  than  before. 

"  That's  a  rocket,"  cried  the  fishermen. 

"Heaven  help  them,"  said  Bax,  as  he  hastily 
buttoned  his  oilskin  coat  close  up  to  his  chin. 
"  Come,  Guy,  we'll  away  and  do  what  we  can. 
Will  any  of  you  lads  join  us  ?" 

Most  of  the  younger  men  on  the  ground  at  once 
volunteered. 

"  Stop,"  cried  one  of  the  older  men,  "  the  tide's 
too  high ;  ye  can't  pass  the  cliff,  I  tell  ye." 

The  man  was  left  abruptly  by  the  whole  party, 
for  they  knew  well  enough  that  if  they  took  the 
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inland  road  they  might  be  too  late  to  render  effec- 
tual assistance,  and  any  needless  delay  in  attempt- 
ing the  beach  road  could  only  make  matters  worse. 

There  was  no  lifeboat  on  this  part  of  the  Kentish 
coast  at  that  time,  and  the  great  distance  of  the 
spot  from  Eamsgate  or  Broadstairs  rendered  it 
highly  improbable  that  either  of  the  lifeboats  be- 
longing to  these  ports  could  be  in  time  to  render 
effectual  assistance.  Besides,  the  men  knew  well 
that  on  such  a  night  the  crews  of  these  boats  would 
have  enough  of  work  to  do  in  attending  to  the 
wrecks  in  their  own  immediate  neighbourhood. 

They  followed  Bax,  therefore,  at  a  steady  trot  until 
they  reached  a  part  of  the  perpendicular  cliff  which 
projected  somewhat  towards  the  sea.  At  the  foot  of 
this  the  waves,  which  on  this  coast  roll  to  the  shore 
with  tremendous  volume  and  power,  burst  with  a 
loud  roar  and  rushed  up  in  thick  foam. 

"  Don't  any  of  you  come  on  that  don't  feel  up  to 
it,"  cried  Bax,  as  he  awaited  the  retreat  of  a  wave, 
and  prepared  to  make  a  dash.  At  that  moment  he 
wheeled  round  with  the  look  and  air  of  one  who  had 
forgotten  something. 

"  Tommy,"  said  he,  laying  his  hand  on  the  boy's 
head,  "  go  back,  lad,  round  by  the  land  road." 

"  No,  Bax,  I  won't,"  replied  Tommy,  with  a  fervour 
of  determination  that  would  at  any  other  time  have 
raised  a  laugh  in  those  who  heard  it 
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"Come  along,  then,  you  obstinate  beggar,"  said 
Bax,  sternly,  seizing  the  boy  by  the  arms,  and 
throwing  him  over  hia  shoulder  as  if  he  had  been 
a  lamb ! 

Tommy's  dignity  was  hurt.  He  attempted  to 
struggle,  but  he  might  as  well  have  hoped  to  free 
himself  from  the  hug  of  a  brown  bear  as  to  escape 
from  the  vice-like  grip  of  his  big  friend.  In  another 
moment  Bax  was  whelmed  in  spray  and  knee-deep 
in  rushing  water. 

It  was  a  short  dangerous  passage,  but  the  whole 
party  got  round  the  cliff  in  safety,  and  hastened  as 
rapidly  as  possible  towards  the  scene  of  the  wreck. 

We  must  now  beg  the  reader  to  follow  us  to  an- 
other scone,  and  to  go  back  a  few  hours  in  time. 

Shortly  after  the  sun  set  that  night,  and  before 
the  full  fury  of  the  storm  broke  forth,  a  noble  ship 
of  two  thousand  tons'  burden  beat  up  the  Channel 
and  made  for  the  Downs.  She  was  a  homeward 
bound  ship,  just  arrived  from  Australia  with  a  valu- 
able cargo,  and  between  two  and  three  hundred 
passengers,  many  of  whom  were  gold-diggers  re- 
turning to  their  native  land,  and  nearly  all  of 
whom  were  possessed  of  a  considerable  sum  in 
nuggets  and  gold-dust.  The  ship  was  owned  by  the 
house  of  Denham,  Crumps,  and  Co.  Her  arrival 
had  been  already  telegraphed  to  the  firm  in  Bed- 
wharf  Lane. 
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There  was  rejoicing  that  evening  on  board  the 
"  Trident."  Men  and  women  and  children  crowded 
the  high  sides  of  the  weather-worn  ship,  and,  hold- 
ing on  by  shrouds,  ratlines  and  stays;  standing 
on  tip-toe,  clambering  on  carronades,  and  peeping 
through  holes,  gazed  long  and  ardently  at  the  white 
cliffs  of  dear  Old  England. 

Some  of  them  had  not  set  eyes  on  the  "  old  coun- 
try," as  it  is  affectionately  called  in  our  colonies,  for 
many  years.  Some  there  were  who  had  gone  out 
as  boys,  and  were  returning  bald-headed  and  grey- 
bearded  men.  There  were  others  who  had  been  out 
only  a  few  years,  but  who,  happening  to  be  on 
the  spot  when  the  gold-fields  were  discovered,  had 
suddenly  made  fortunes.  They  were  returning  to 
surprise  and  gladden  the  hearts  of  those  who,  per- 
chance, had  sent  them  off  to  seek  their  fortunes  with 
the  sad  feeling  that  there  was  little  chance  of  seeing 
them  again  in  this  world. 

There  were  ladies,  also,  who  had  gone  out  to  the 
distant  land  with  an  unbelieving,  almost  despairing, 
hope  of  finding  employment  for  those  talents  which 
they  had,  alas !  found  to  be  of  but  little  value  at 
home.  These  were,  in  some  cases,  returning  with 
lucky  gold-diggers  and  blooming  children  to  their 
native  land.  In  other  cases  they  were  merely  about 
to  visit  home  to  induce  some  parent  or  sister,  per- 
haps, to  venture  out  to  the  land  of  gold. 
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But  all,  whether  young  or  old,  male  or  female, 
gentle  or  simple,  were  merry  and  glad  of  heart  that 
night  as  they  clustered  on  the  bulwarks  of  the 
"Trident,"  and  gazed  at  the  longed-for  and  much 
loved  shore.  There  was  no  distinction  of  ranks  now. 
The  cabin  and  the  'tween-deck  passengers  mingled 
together  and  tried  to  relieve  the  feelings  of  their 
hearts  by  exchanging  words  of  courtesy  and  good- 
will. 

The  stormy  and  threatening  aspect  of  the  sky  had 
no  terrors  now  for  the  passengers  on  board  the 
"  Trident."  For  weeks  and  months  they  had  tossed 
on  the  bosom  of  the  great  deep.  They  were  familiar 
with  the  varied  moods  of  wind  and  wave ;  they  had 
faced  the  dangers  of  the  sea  so  often  that  they  scarce 
believed  that  any  real  dangers  could  exist.  The 
very  children  had  become  sailors;  they  were  pre- 
cociously weather-wise,  and  rather  fond  of  being 
tossed  on  the  waves  than  otherwise.  The  prospect 
of  a  storm  no  longer  filled  them  with  alarm,  as  it 
used  to  do  at  the  beginning  of  the  voyage,  for  they 
had  encountered  many  storms  and  weathered  them 
alL  Yes,  they  had  experienced  all  the  dangers  of 
the  sea,  but  it  was  reserved  for  that  night — that  last 
night  of  the  long,  long  voyage — to  teach  them  the 
dangers  of  the  land ;  the  terrors  of  a  storm  in  nar- 
row waters,  among  shallows  and  on  a  lee-shore, — 
and  to  convince  them  that  for  man  there  is  no  real 
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safety  whatever  in  this  life,  save,  only,  in  the  favour 
and  love  of  God. 

There  were  some  on  board  the  "  Trident,"  however, 
who  knew  the  danger  of  their  position  full  well,  but 
who  were  too  considerate  of  the  feelings  of  the 
women  and  children  to  let  their  knowledge  appear 
even  in  their  looks.  The  sailors  knew  the  danger 
of  a  lee-shore ;  but  sailors  are  to  a  large  extent  a 
reckless  and  hopeful  class  of  men,  whose  equanimity 
is  not  easily  upset.  The  captain,  too,  and  the  pilot, 
were  alive  to  their  critical  position,  but  both  were 
sanguine  and  hoped  to  get  into  the  Downs  before 
the  storm  should  break. 

A  few  of  the  male  passengers  also  seemed  to  be 
aware  of  the  fact  that  approaching  the  Downs  on 
such  a  night  was  anything  but  matter  of  gratulation, 
One  in  particular,  a  tall  strong  man  of  about  forty, 
with  a  bushy  black  beard  and  a  stern  aspect, 
walked  about  the  quarter-deck  with  a  frown  on  his 
countenance  that  betokened  a  mind  ill  at  ease. 

Going  up  to  the  captain,  who  stood  near  the  wheel, 
this  man  asked  him  what  he  thought  of  the  weather. 

*  It  don't  look  well ;  we  shall  have  a  dirty  night, 
I  fear,"  replied  the  Captain. 

"  Do  you  expect  to  make  the  Downs  before  the 
itorm  breaks  ?"  inquired  the  passenger. 

"  Well,  I  hope  BO,"  said  the  Captain. 

"Supposing  you  do,"  continued  the  dark  man, 
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"do  you  consider  your  cables  and  ground-tackle 
strong  enough  to  hold  the  ship  in  the  face  of  an 
easterly  gale  ?" 

"Why  do  you  ask  that?"  said  the  Captain  in 
surprise. 

" Because,"  replied  the  passenger,  "I  have  my 
doubts  on  the  point." 

"  Well,  to  tell  you  the  truth,"  said  the  other,  in  a 
low  tone,  "  I  confess  that  my  mind  is  more  uneasy 
on  that  score  than  on  any  other.  The  cables  are 
fit  enough  to  hold  her  in  ordinary  weather ;  but  if 
we  were  obliged  to  anchor  off  a  lee-shore  in  a  heavy 
gale  on  an  exposed  coast  like  this,  I  would  be  some- 
what anxious." 

"Why  is  the  ground  tackle  not  strong  enough?" 
asked  the  passenger. 

"  Well,  it's  not  easy  to  answer  that,"  replied  the 
Captain,  with  a  smile,  "  and  yet  it  ain't  difficult  to 
conceive  that  it  would  cost  a  good  deal  to  supply 
new  and  heavier  chains  and  anchors  to  the  ship." 

"  Ay,  the  old  story — economy !"  said  the  passenger 
bitterly,  almost  fiercely ;  "  a  set  of  selfish  land-lub- 
bers who  know  nothing  whatever  about  the  sea,  and 
care  for  nothing  on  earth  but  their  own  pockets  and 
bellies,  are  allowed  by  the  Government  of  this  land 
to  send  ships  loaded  with  human  beings  to  sea  in 
such  a  state  that  it  almost  calls  for  the  performance 
of  a  miracle  to  secure  their  safe  arrival  in  port  This 
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is  pointed  out  again  and  again  to  them  without 
effect.  The  sea  throws  its  dead  by  dozens  on  our 
shores  every  gale  that  blows,  crying  out,  '  Look  here 
at  the  result  of  economy  and  selfishness !'  Goods 
to  the  extent  of  thousands  of  pounds  are  destroyed 
annually,  and  the  waves  that  swallow  them  belch 
out  the  same  complaint  Even  the  statistics  that 
stare  in  the  face  of  our  legislators,  and  are  published 
by  their  own  authority,  tell  the  same  tale, — yet 
little  or  nothing  is  done  to  prevent  misers  from 
sending  ships  to  sea  in  a  totally  unfit  condition  to 
face  even  ordinary  dangers.  Bah  1  the  thing  is  past 
remedy,  for  the  men  who  should  act  are  deaf  and 
blind.  Mark  my  words,  Captain ;  if  we  don't 
weather  the  South  Foreland  before  ten  o'  the  clock 
this  night,  the  '  Trident'  will  be  a  total  wreck  be- 
fore morning." 

The  passenger  turned  on  his  heel  with  an  angry 
fling  and  went  below,  while  the  Captain,  who  was 
somewhat  overawed  by  his  vehemence,  walked  aft 
to  converse  with  the  pilot. 

The  gale  soon  burst  on  the  ship,  sending  nearly 
all  the  passengers  below,  and  compelling  the  Captain 
to  reduce  sail.  Darkness  overspread  the  scene,  and 
as  the  night  wore  on,  the  gale  increased  to  such  a 
degree  that  the  ship  laboured  heavily.  Soon  the 
lights  on  the  South  Foreland  were  descried  and 
pawed  in  safety. 
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*  Get  the  anchors  clear,"  said  the  pilot  *  Ready 
about  there !" 

No  one  ever  knew  the  reason  of  the  order  given 
at  that  time.  Perhaps  the  pilot  thought  he  was  a 
little  too  near  the  land,  and  meant  to  haul  off  a 
little;  but  whatever  the  reason  might  have  been, 
the  command  was  only  half  carried  out  when  the 
sheet  of  the  jib  gave  way ;  the  loosened  sail  flapped 
itself  to  shreds  in  a  second,  and  the  ship,  missing 
stays,  fell  off  towards  the  shore. 

"  Better  wear  ship,"  cried  the  Captain,  springing 
in  alarm  to  the  pilot's  side. 

"  Too  late  for  that.  Shore's  close  under  our  lee. 
Let  go  the  anchors  !" 

The  shout  with  which  the  command  was  given 
proved  the  necessity  of  its  being  instantly  obeyed ; 
but  the  men  needed  no  urging,  for  at  that  moment 
a  temporary  lull  in  the  furious  blast  allowed  them 
to  hear  the  roaring  of  the  breakers  at  the  foot  of  the 
cliffs. 

Two  anchors  were  at  once  let  go,  and  the  ship  was 
brought  up  with  a  tremendous  shock. 

And  now  commenced  that  prolonged  struggle  for 
life  which  is,  alas  I  too  often  the  lot  of  those  who 
venture  out  upon  the  stormy  sea.  Tet  it  was  some 
time  before  the  passengers  of  the  "  Trident"  could 
be  brought  fully  to  realize  their  danger.  It  was 
hard  to  believe  that,  after  weathering  the  cyclones 
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of  the  southern  seas,  and  the  gales  of  the  Atlantic, 
they  had  reached  home  at  last  to  be  cast  a  wreck 
upon  their  own  threshold,  and  to  perish  within  hail 
almost  of  relatives  and  friends. 

For  a  long  time  they  refused  to  credit  the  appal- 
ling truth  that  their  case  was  all  but  hopeless, — 
anchored  as  they  were  close  to  a  lee  shore,  with 
Inadequate  ground  tackle,  and  an  increasing  gale. 
When  the  chain  of  the  smaller  anchor  snapped,  and 
the  Captain  ordered  the  minute-gun  to  be  fired, 
and  rockets  to  be  thrown  up,  then  the  wail  of  terror 


"  Then  shrieked  the  timid,  and  stood  still  the  brave." 

"You'd  better  order  the  boats  to  be  lowered," 
said  the  dark  passenger  to  the  Captain,  with  a  sneer 
that  seemed  unnatural  as  well  as  unfeeling  in  the 
circumstances. 

The  Captain,  who  was  standing  by  the  starboard 
mizzen  shrouds  at  the  time,  glanced  angrily  at  him 
for  a  moment,  and  said : — 

"Ha!  You  know  well  enough  that  there  ain't 
boats  enough  in  the  ship  to  carry  all  the  passengers, 
and  if  there  were,  they  could  not  live  for  a  moment 
in  such  a  sea." 

"  Yes,"  replied  the  dark  man,  vehemently,  "  I  know 
that  well  enough ;  and  I  know,  too,  that  there's  no 
lifeboat  of  any  kind  aboard,  nor  life-jackets,  nor 
life-buoys,  beyond  what  would  suffice  to  float  som« 
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half  dozen  men ;  and  the  owners  knew  this  before 
sending  their  ship  to  sea,  and,  knowing  it,  they  cared 
not  a  rap,  because  they  had  insured  ship  and  cargo 
to  the  full  value.  Human  life,  not  being  counted 
part  of  the  cargo,  is  of  no  value  whatever  to  them" 

"  Come,  Mr.  Clelland,"  said  the  Captain,  reproach- 
fully, "is  this  a  time  for  a  Christian  man  to  en- 
couragt  bitter  feelings  against  his  fellows  because  of 
systems  and  customs,  bad  or  good  ?" 

"Ay,  it  is  the  time,"  answered  the  other;  "at 
least  if  I  don't  let  out  my  mind  now,  it's  not  likely 
I'll  find  a  fitter  time  to  do  it  in  this  world." 

He  said  this  somewhat  sadly,  and  turned  away, 
just  as  the  Captain  gave  orders  to  throw  up  another 
rocket. 

Far  along  that  stormy  coast  the  rocket  was  seen 
by  hundreds  who  knew  well  what  the  signal  meant, 
and  many  of  whom,  no  doubt,  offered  up  prayer  to 
God.  for  those  who  were  in  danger.  Most  of  them, 
however,  felt  that  they  could  do  nothing  in  the  way 
of  affording  aid.  Our  friend  Bax  and  his  companions 
were  not  of  this  mind,  as  we  have  seen. 

Some  of  the  stout-hearted  boatmen  of  Deal  also 
thought  that  something  might  be  done,  and  launched 
their  luggers,  but  were  in  some  cases  obliged  to 
desist,  owing  to  the  ever-increasing  fury  of  the 
storm. 

The  rockets  were  seen  also  by  another  party  of 
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seamen,  who  stood  grouped  under  the  lee  of  a  boat- 
house  far  away  to  the  southward.  This  was  the 
crew  of  a  small  lifeboat  which  stood  ready  to  be 
launched.  The  boat  was  quickly  run  out  of  its  house 
by  command  of  its  coxswain,  and  the  crew  hastily 
equipped  themselves  for  their  dangerous  work. 

They  put  on  life-jackets  made  of  a  number  of 
pieces  of  cork  sewed  on  canvas,  in  such  a  way  as  to 
cover  their  bodies  from  shoulder  to  waist  without 
interfering  with  the  play  of  the  arms.  Some  of  the 
men  objected  to  put  these  on  at  first,  feeling  afraid 
lest  their  courage  should  be  called  in  question,  in 
consequence  of  their  using  a  contrivance  which  was 
not  in  such  general  use  at  that  time  as  it  ia  now. 
Their  objections  were  overcome,  however,  except  in 
the  case  of  one  young  man  who  exclaimed  "  No,  no, 
none  o*  yer  floats  for  me.  When  my  time  cornea  I 
must  go,  and  them  things  won't  save  me." 

The  poor  man  did  not  see  that  the  same  argu- 
ment, if  correct,  would  have  justified  his  going  off 
in  a  coble  instead  of  a  lifeboat  The  want  of  per- 
ception on  this  point,  and  false  pride,  cost  him  his 
life. 

Several  young  women,  wives  of  some  of  the  men, 
had  assembled  there  to  dissuade  their  husbands 
from  going  out  on  such  a  terrible  night.  These  were 
so  alarmed  at  the  terrific  thunder  of  the  surf  on  the 
shores  of  the  little  bay,  and  the  howling  of  the  wind, 
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that  they  clung  to  the  men  and  entreated  them  with 
tears  not  to  venture.  Is  it  a  matter  of  wonder  that 
these  bold  fellows,  who  could  not  be  appalled  by 
the  storm,  found  it  difficult  to  resist  the  power  of 
woman's  tears  ?  They  wavered  for  a  few  seconds  ; 
but  when  the  coxswain,  who  was  a  cool  intrepid  old 
man-of-war's  man,  cried  in  a  hearty  voice,  "  Now 
then,  lads,  look  alive,  shove  off  and  jump  in  !*  every 
man  sprang  to  his  post,  and  the  lifeboat  was  afloat  in 
an  instant.  Through  some  mismanagement,  however, 
she  turned  broadside  to  the  sea,  was  overturned  in- 
stantly, and  rolled  over  on  the  beach.  The  women 
shrieked  ;  the  men  on  shore  ran  to  the  rescue,  and 
fortunately  saved  every  man  with  the  exception  of 
the  one  who  had  refused  to  put  on  the  life-jacket, 
and  who  being  less  able  to  support  himself  than  his 
companions  when  washed  back  into  deep  water  by 
each  retiring  wave,  became  at  length  exhausted  and 
ceased  to  struggle  for  life.  When  he  was  at  last 
laid  hold  of  and  dragged  ashore,  he  was  dead. 

While  some  of  the  men  were  engaged  in  fruitless 
efforts  to  save  this  man,  the  rest  of  the  crew,  having 
suffered  little,  were  about  to  launch  the  boat  a  second 
time,  when  the  women  again  rushed  forward  and 
clung  to  them  with  such  eager  entreaties,  that  they 
began  at  last  to  entertain  the  idea  of  the  storm  being 
too  wild  for  them  to  venture  off. 

Lest  the  reader  should  unjustly  censure  these  men, 
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we  must  remind  Hm  of  the  fact  that  the  self-right- 
ing principle  not  having  at  that  time  been  discovered, 
the  danger  incurred  in  case  of  an  upset  was  very 
great,  and  the  boat  about  which  we  are  writing, 
being  small,  ran  considerable  risk  of  being  capsized 
by  the  heavy  seas.  In  fact,  almost  the  only  differ- 
ence between  lifeboats  and  ordinary  boats,  at  this 
time,  was  the  incapacity  of  the  former  to  sink  when 
filled  with  water,  owing  to  the  buoyancy  of  the  air- 
chambers  fitted  round  their  sides.  If  filled  by  a  sea, 
much  valuable  time  had  to  be  lost  in  baling  out  the 
water  before  the  oars  could  be  effectively  resumed, 
and  if  overturned  it  was  a  matter  of  the  greatest 
difficulty  for  the  men  in  the  water  to  right  them 
again  ;  in  some  cases  it  had  proved  impossible.  All 
these  defects  are  remedied  now-a-days;  but  more 
on  this  head  hereafter. 

While  the  men  were  in  this  undecided  state  of 
mind,  regardless  alike  of  the  commands  and  the 
taunts  of  the  coxswain,  two  men  were  seen  to  leap 
down  the  slope  that  lay  between  the  cliffs  and  the 
sea,  and  make  for  the  group  of  boatmen  at  full  speed. 
As  they  drew  near  they  were  recognised  to  be  Mr. 
Hamilton,  a  young  midshipman,  then  on  leave  of 
absence,  and  his  friend  Thompson,  an  old  college 
companion. 

They  ran  straight  to  the  boat,  the  former  shout- 
ing, as  he  came  up  :  — 
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"  Ho !  get  her  off,  lads  ;  a  large  ship  ashore  in  St 
Margaret's  Bay ;  now  then,  all  together,  and  with  a 
will  I" 

So  powerful  was  the  influence  of  the  young 
middy's  clear  voice  and  prompt  action,  that  the  men 
with  one  accord  shored  the  lifeboat  into  the  sea ; 
succeeded  in  keeping  her  stem  to  the  waves  until 
they  were  beyond  the  roughest  of  the  breakers; 
and  then,  laying  to  their  oars  Manfully,  pulled  away 
for  the  scene  of  the  wreck. 

They  were  soon  lost  in  darkness,  and  the  poor 
women  returned  weeping  to  their  homes,  there  to 
throw  on  some  additional  covering,  and  hasten 
towards  the  same  spot  by  land. 
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CHAPTER  XIIL 

8ATTSa  THB  PASSENGERS  AND  ORBW  — OUB  HSBOIfl  DISTINdinSH 
THEMSELVES. 

WHEN  Bax  and  his  party  arrived  at  St.  Margaret's 
Bay,  the  scene  of  wreck  and  death  had  already 
begun. 

The  vessel  was  just  discernible  in  the  midst  of  the 
turmoil  of  warring  elements  that  filled  the  dark  air 
with  misty  spray.  A  boat  had  tried  to  reach  the 
shore  with  a  number  of  passengers — chiefly  men — in 
her.  Her  fate  was  quickly  sealed.  A  huge  breaker 
upset  her,  and  six  of  the  dead  bodies  of  her  crew 
had  already  been  plucked  from  the  sea,  and  laid  on 
the  shingle.  The  rest  were  being  hurled  on  the  land 
and  swept  back  by  the  force  of  the  returning  waves, 
until  the  people  assembled  there  caught  and  dragged 
them  also  beyond  their  reach. 

Messengers  had  already  been  sent  to  the  nearest 
lifeboat  stations,  and  the  people  who  remained  be- 
hind were  either  occupied  in  attempting  to  recover 
the  bodies  of  the  drowned,  as  above  described,  or  in 
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suggesting  impossible  plans  for  conveying  a  line  on 
board  the  ill-fated  vessel. 

"Ha  !  here  comes  the  man  as '11  tell  us  wot's  to 
be  done,  and  do  it  too  !"  cried  one  of  the  boatmen, 
"  wot  say,  Bax,  can  we  git  a  line  off,  think  'ee  ?* 

Bax  stood  on  the  edge  of  the  roaring  sea, 
silent  and  motionless,  with  his  arms  crossed  on 
his  broad  chest,  and  his  bold  gaze  directed  to  the 
wreck. 

"  No,"  said  he,  after  standing  a  few  moments  thus, 
*  it  can't  be  done.  No  mortal  man  could  cross  the 
surf  on  the  inner  rocks ;  but  there's  a  point  o'  rocks 
not  far  to  the  nor'ard ;  does  any  one  know  how  far 
the  tide  may  cover  'em  just  now  ?* 

"  About  half,"  answered  several  voices  eagerly. 

*  Ay,  so 't  does,"  observed  a  coast-guardman,  "  but 
with  sich  a  surf  beatin'  on  'em  there  ain't  a  rock  on 
the  whole  pint  above  water  this  minute." 

"  Come,  let's  go  see,"  cried  Bax,  snatching  a  coil 
of  light  rope  from  the  hand  of  a  man  who  stood  close 
by,  and  hastening  away  with  it  in  the  direction  of 
the  rocky  point  referred  to. 

In  a  few  seconds  he  stood  on  its  outer  extremity, 
with  Guy  Foster,  Coleman,  and  a  few  of  the  more 
courageous  men  at  his  side. 

The  point  on  which  Bax  stood  was  indeed  a 
position  of  great  danger.  Besides  being  whelmed 
in  driving  spray,  so  that  it  was  a  matter  of  extreme 


204  THX  LIFEBOAT. 

difficulty  to  see  more  than  a  few  yards  in  any  direc- 
tion, the  wares  at  times  rushed  up  to  and  over  them 
with  such  violence  as  to  reach  the  knees  of  those 
who  stood  there,  and  threatened  to  wash  them  off. 
Nevertheless,  from  this  point  Bax  thought  it  possible 
that  the  end  of  the  line  might  be  conveyed  on  board 
the  "Trident,"  which  could  be  seen  looming  high 
and  black  in  the  murky  air,  lifting  and  falling  with 
a  heavy  crash  as  each  successive  billow  broke  under 
and  over  her,  carrying  on  with  irresistible  violence 
the  work  of  destruction.  Both  chains  had  given 
way,  and  she  was  now  rolling  a  helpless  wreck  on 
the  rocks. 

"  D'ye  mean  to  try  it  ?"  said  Guy,  anxiously,  as 
he  observed  his  friend  fastening  the  line  round  his 
waist 

"  Hold  the  end  of  it,  Guy,  and  pay  out,"  said  Bax, 
"mind  you  don't  haul  in  unless  you're  swe  I'm 
goin*  down.* 

With  this  caution,  Bax  plunged  into  the  surf,  and 
struck  out  for  the  wreck,  having  previously  placed 
an  open  clasp-knife  between  his  teeth, 

A  cheer  broke  from  the  nearest  group  on  the 
rocks  when  they  witnessed  this  bold  act.  It  was 
taken  up  and  re-echoed  by  those  farther  up  the 
beach,  who  knew  that  some  hopeful  effort  was  being 
made,  although  they  were  unable  to  perceive  the 
precise  nature  of  it  The  people  on  the  wreck  also 
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heard  the  cheer,  and  looked  eagerly  landward.  But 
to  them  all  •was  shrouded  in  darkness.  Even  Guy 
quickly  lost  sight  of  his  Mend,  and  was  only  made 
aware  of  his  safety  and  onward  progress  by  the 
continued  running  out  of  the  line.  Suddenly  it 
•topped. 

"  He's  a-board,"  cried  Coleman. 

"  He  would  jerk  on  it  if  he  was,"  said  Guy,  with 
a  doubtful  shake  of  the  head. 

"  He's  sunk,"  cried  one  of  those  who  stood  by 
and  held  the  slack  of  the  rope. 

A  panic  seemed  to  seize  the  others  who  stood  by. 
"  Haul  'im  in !"  cried  one.  "  Look  alive !"  shouted 
another,  "he's  a  gone  man."  Before  Guy  could 
interfere,  they  acted  on  the  impulse,  and  drew  in 
two  or  three  fathoms. 

Twisting  his  left  arm  suddenly  round  the  rope, 
Guy  planted  his  foot  on  a  rock  and  stopped  it ;  at 
the  same  time  he  raised  his  right  hand,  and  threat- 
ened to  fell  the  man  nearest  to  him.  The  result 
was  that  the  men  desisted  from  hauling,  but  when 
the  rope  was  again  felt  it  became  evident  that  there 
was  no  weight  at  the  farther  end  of  it  Guy's  heart 
sank  with  horror  as  the  empty  line  was  drawn  in. 
For  a  moment  he  felt  all  the  agony  of  despair ;  but 
a  gleam  of  hope  rushed  in  upon  him  on  observing 
that  the  end  of  the  rope  was  cut,  as  if  with  a  sharp 
knife,  not  by  the  edge  of  a  rock. 
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Animated  by  this  hope  he  hastened  back  to  the 
beach  in  quest  of  another  line,  resolved  himself  to 
attempt  to  carry  it  to  the  wreck. 

Guy  was  right  in  his  conjecture  that  Bax  had 
cut  the  rope.  On  nearing  the  ship  the  latter  had 
come  unexpectedly  on  a  large  rock,  under  the  lee 
of  which  he  paused  to  recover  breath  before  making 
the  last  gallant  struggle  towards  the  wreck.  It 
was  this  pause  that  caused  the  alarm  of  those  on 
shore.  When  Bax  felt  himself  dragged  violently 
back  to  the  land,  he  at  once  divined  the  cause,  and, 
knowing  that  there  was  no  other  resource,  he  seLeed 
the  clasp-knife,  and  cut  the  rope.  A  few  minutes 
later  he  swam  under  the  lee  of  the  wreck,  and, 
catching  hold  of  the  rigging  of  the  foremast,  which 
had  gone  by  the  board  when  the  ship  struck,  he 
clambered  up  the  side  and  soon  stood  on  the 
quarter-deck. 

The  hope  raised  among  the  passengers  by  the 
sudden  appearance  of  the  gigantic  stranger  in  the 
midst  of  them,  was  quickly  dispelled  when  he  told 
them  how  he  had  failed  in  the  main  object  of  his 
effort  But  it  revived  somewhat  when  they  observed 
the  active  and  energetic  way  in  which  Bax  set  about 
preparations  for  returning  to  the  shore  with  a  line 
from  the  ship.  His  first  act  was  to  ask  for  a  blue- 
light,  which  after  a  few  minutes  was  produced. 
This  he  set  fire  to,  and,  springing  into  the  main 
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rigging,  held  it  aloft,  and  sent  a  bright  glare  for  a 
few  minutes,  far  and  wide,  over  the  scene. 

The  effect  of  this  was  twofold.  It  revealed  to 
the  shipwrecked  people  the  dangers  by  which  they 
were  surrounded,  and  the  active  efforts  that  were 
being  made  by  land  and  water  for  their  deliverance. 
On  shore,  they  saw  crowds  of  men  and  women  sur- 
rounding an  instrument,  which  Bax,  after  giving 
vent  to  a  hopeful  cheer,  explained  was  a  rocket 
apparatus.  Scarcely  had  they  learned  this,  when 
Bax  shouted  and  waved  his  hand  seaward.  On 
turning  their  eyes  in  that  direction,  they  beheld  a 
lifeboat  bearing  down  towards  them,  her  white- 
painted  sides  gleaming  like  the  wings  of  an  angel  of 
light  in  the  midst  of  the  dark  tempest 

The  lifeboat  was  also  seen  by  the  people  on  shore, 
and  Guy,  who  at  once  recognised  the  figure,  and  the 
vigour,  of  his  friend  with  the  blue-light,  lent  able 
assistance  to  those  who  managed  the  rocket 

Dennett's  Rocket  Apparatus,  which  was  being 
placed  in  position  on  the  rocks,  is  an  invention  by 
which  many  human  lives  are  saved  on  our  coasts 
'every  year.  like  Manby's  Mortar  Apparatus,  it  is 
simple  in  its  action  and  most  effective  in  operation. 

The  grand  difficulty  in  the  case  of  a  wreck  near 
shore  is  to  establish  a  communication,  by  means  of 
a  rope,  between  the  wreck  and  the  land ;  and  this 
difficulty  is,  of  course,  much  increased  when  the 
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wreck  occurs  off  a  coast  lined  with  rocks  or  steep 
cliffs.  To  swim  off  from  the  shore  to  the  wreck,  or 
vice  versa,  is,  in  most  cases,  an  absolute  impossi- 
bility. The  rocket  apparatus  has  been  devised  for 
the  purpose  of  overcoming  this  difficulty.  By  means 
of  it  a  light  "  line"  as  it  is  called,  or  rope,  the  thick- 
ness of  the  point  of  one's  little  finger,  can  be  thrown 
over  a  wreck  lying  at  a  distance  of  several  hundred 
yards  from  the  beach.  This  line,  when  caught,  is 
the  means  by  which  many  a  life  has  been  saved 
from  the  devouring  sea.  The  modus  operandi  will 
be  seen  in  the  sequel 

The  apparatus  consists  of  five  parts ;  the  rocket, 
the  stand,  the  line,  the  whip,  and  the  hawser.  The 
rocket  is  a  strong  metal  cylinder,  of  about  eighteen 
inches  in  length,  and  more  than  two  in  diameter. 
When  about  to  be  used  a  long  stick  is  attached  to 
it,  and  the  principle  on  which  it  acts  is  precisely 
similar  to  that  of  the  small  rockets  used  in  our 
pyrotechnic  displays.  The  stand  is  a  tripod  sup- 
porting a  rest  for  the  rocket  The  line,  which  is 
made  of  the  best  material,  is  coiled  in  a  large  box 
in  a  zig-zag  manner  on  a  number  of  pegs ;  these 
pegs,  when  withdrawn  in  a  mass  by  removing  the 
bottom  of  the  box  to  which  they  are  attached,  leave 
the  line  loose  and  free  to  fly  out  with  the  utmost 
rapidity.  The  end  of  the  line  ia  fastened  to  the 
head  of  the  rocket 
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Any  one  who  has  stood  near  an  ordinary  rocket 
when  it  was  being  fired,  can  form  some  conception 
of  the  force  and  furor  with  which  this  iron  monster 
springs  into  the  air  and  dashes  out  to  sea  in  the 
teeth  of  the  wildest  storm.  So  tremendous  is  the 
gush  of  fire  and  smoke,  that  it  has  to  be  let  off  by 
means  of  a  lock,  the  trigger  of  which  is  pulled  by  a 
man  standing  some  yards  distant  with  a  cord  at- 
tached to  it  in  his  hand. 

Before  the  rocket  was  quite  ready  for  action,  the 
lifeboat  had  approached  the  wreck,  a  hundred  yards 
or  so  to  windward  of  her.  Here  they  cast  anchor  in 
such  a  position  that  by  paying  out  cable  they  could 
veer  down  towards  her  slowly  and  endeavour  to 
range  up  under  her  lee.  Every  different  operation 
the  lifeboat  had  to  perform  was  fraught  with  extreme 
danger.  The  mere  being  overwhelmed  by  the  furious 
sea  and  filled  was  comparatively  a  trifling  risk.  This 
it  had  been  twice  already,  and,  but  for  the  time  lost 
in  baling  out,  it  would  have  been  much  earlier  on 
the  scene.  While  paying  out  cable  there  was  the 
fear  of  the  rope  breaking  or  the  anchor  dragging ; 
then,  on  nearing  the  wreck,  there  was  the  risk  of 
being  dashed  to  pieces  on  the  rocks,  and  after  get- 
ting under  her  lee,  the  surging  of  the  waves  kept 
them  constantly  on  the  verge  of  being  hurled  against 
the  rigging.  The  wreck  of  the  foremast,  too,  which 
still  lay  rolling  alongside,  was  a  source  of  constant 
o 
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anxiety,  and  the  rolling  of  the  ship  itself  rendered  it 
probable  that  one  or  both  of  the  remaining  masts 
would  give  way  and  fall  over  the  side,  in  which  case 
the  destruction  of  the  boat  would  be  almost  inevit- 
able. Add  to  this  the  intense  darkness,  the  terrible 
uproar  of  wind  and  water,  and  the  difficulty  of  act- 
ing effectively  in  a  boat  that  pitched  and  swooped 
wildly  on  the  broken  seas  like  the  plungings  of  a 
fiery  charger, — and  some  faint  idea  may  be  formed 
of  the  horrors,  as  well  as  the  dangers  of  the  life- 
boat service. 

Gradually,  but  surely,  the  boat  dropped  nearer 
and  nearer  to  the  doomed  ship,  under  the  guidance 
of  her  able  coxswain.  As  it  passed  under  the  stern 
a  cheer  burst  from  the  crowd  of  eager  faces  that 
gazed  over  the  side  of  the  "Trident."  Yet  there 
were  many  hearts  there  that  grew  faint  and  chill 
when  they  beheld  the  little  white  speck  that  seemed 
to  be  their  only  hope  of  rescue  in  that  dark  hour. 
"  What  hope  was  there  that  such  a  nutshell  should 
save  them  all  ?"  they  thought,  perchance,  on  seeing 
it  approach.  They  little  knew  the  wonderful  vitality 
of  a  lifeboat ! 

Just  as  it  passed  under  the  quarter,  a  sea  swept  it 
right  up  into  the  mizzen-chains.  The  utmost  efforts 
of  the  crew  to  fend  off  were  unavailing.  As  the 
billow  rolled  on,  the  boat  dropt  swiftly,  scraping 
•gainst  the  ship's  tide  as  it  fell  into  the  trough 
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of  the  sea,  and  escaping  an  upset  almost  by  a 
miracle. 

"  Throw  a  line  aboard  !*  shouted  Bax,  who  stood 
on  the  lee  bulwarks,  high  above  the  crowd,  holding 
on  by  the  mizzen-shrouds. 

The  middy  caught  up  the  instrument  used  for 
this  purpose,  and  threw  a  line  on  board  at  once. 
This  steadied  the  boat  a  little,  and,  watching  their 
opportunity,  they  succeeded  in  lowering  three  women 
and  a  child  into  it  by  means  of  a  bow-line. 

In  this  way,  one  by  one,  the  females  and  children 
were  placed  in  the  boat  until  it  was  fulL  Then  there 
was  a  cry  to  shove  off,  and  a  rush  was  made  by 
the  more  timid  and  ignorant  among  the  passengers, 
who  thought  they  were  about  to  be  forsaken.  Bax 
had  foreseen  this.  He  and  several  of  the  sailors  met 
and  checked  the  crowd,  and  before  any  mischief 
could  be  done  the  boat  was  away. 

It  made  straight  for  the  shore  where  hundreds  of 
stout  arms  were  ready  to  seize  it.  The  midshipman 
stood  on  the  bow  with  a  rope  in  his  hand.  The  sea 
through  which  they  rushed  was  milk  white  with 
foam.  To  prevent  the  boat  broaching-to  and  being 
rolled  over  on  the  beach  was  now  the  main  effort  of 
the  coxswain.  On  they  went  steadily.  A  wave 
broke  under  them,  carried  them  on  its  boiling  crest 
with  lightning  speed,  and  launched  them  with  a  roar 
like  thunder  on  the  shingle.  The  rope  waa  thrown 
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before  they  touched  It  was  seized  and  manned ; 
and  before  the  retiring  wave  could  suck  them  back, 
the  lifeboat  with  her  living  freight  was  run  high 
upon  the  beach. 

She  was  soon  emptied  and  relaunched,  for  there 
was  no  time  to  waste.  Many  lives  were  still  in 
danger,  and  the  "Trident"  could  not  be  expected 
to  hold  together  long. 

It  was  just  as  the  boat  quitted  the  side  of  the 
wreck,  as  above  described,  that  the  rocket  was  got 
in  readiness  to  act. 

"  Stand  by  to  fire,"  said  the  coast-guardman 
who  had  been  engaged  for  some  minutes  in  adjust- 
ing it  carefully. 

"  Keep  back !  clear  out  o'  the  road,"  cried  several 
of  the  seamen,  as  they  pushed  back  the  more  curious 
among  the  crowd. 

There  was  a  flash,  a  mighty  burst  of  flame  and 
smoke,  as  the  rocket  trembled  for  an  instant  on  its 
stand ;  then,  with  an  impulse  that  seemed  irresist- 
ible, and  a  hissing  shriek  that  rose  above  the  storm, 
it  sprang  into  the  air  and  described  a  bright  curved 
line  of  light  against  the  black  sky. 

Its  own  wild  blaae  served  to  show  that  it  had 
been  well  aimed,  and  that  the  line  had  fallen  across 
the  wreck.  This  was  all  that  could  be  done  by  the 
people  on  shore,  until  those  on  the  wreck  had  per- 
formed their  part  of  the  work.  But  while  they 
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stood  anxiously  awaiting  the  result,  they  liad  no 
cause  to  fear  that  the  ignorance  of  those  whom 
they  sought  to  rescue  would  render  their  efforts 
useless  (as  has  unfortunately  been  the  case  more 
than  once),  for  it  was  known  now  that  Bax  was 
on  board. 

The  ignorance  of  some  seamen  as  to  what  should 
be  done  with  the  line  when  it  is  caught,  has  been 
the  cause  of  loss  of  life  several  times.  On  one  occa- 
sion five  men,  the  crew  of  a  small  vessel,  being  igno- 
rant on  this  point,  tied  the  rocket-line  round  them 
and  leaped  together  into  the  sea !  Of  course  those 
on  shore  could  do  nothing  but  haul  them  to  land  as 
quickly  as  possible ;  when  they  had  done  so,  all  were 
found  to  be  drowned  except  one. 

On  the  present  occasion  Bax  seized  the  line  as 
soon  as  it  fell  on  the  wreck  and  began  to  haul  it  in- 
board Guy  had  attached  to  it  a  pulley  or  block 
with  a  stoutish  rope  rove  through  it,  and  soon  those 
on  shore  had  the  satisfaction  of  seeing  this  second 
and  double  line  (named  the  "  whip"),  hauled  out  by 
the  people  on  the  wreck.  After  a  time  it  ceased  to 
run  out,  and  then  they  knew  that  Bax  had  got  hold 
of  the  pulley,  and  would  quickly  attach  it  to  the 
ship.  This  was  soon  done.  Bax  fastened  tho 
pulley  to  the  main-mast,  and  then  caused  a  lantern 
to  be  shown  for  a  moment,  to  indicate  that  all  was 
ready. 
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Still  those  on  shore  delayed  to  act  for  a  minute, 
in  order  to  make  quite  sure  that  ample  time  had 
been  allowed  for  the  fastening  of  the  pulley.  And 
now  the  all-important  operation  of  conveying  a  thick 
hawser  to  the  wreck  was  begun.  With  the  tackle 
already  fast  to  the  ship  this  was  comparatively  easy. 
The  whip  being  rove  through  a  pulley,  both  ends 
were  kept  on  shore  and  fastened  together.  It  thus 
became  a  sort  of  endless  rope,  by  which  things  could 
be  passed  to  the  wreck  and  back  again.  Even 
without  any  hawser  at  all,  many  lives  might  have 
been  saved  by  this  rope ;  but,  being  small,  it  was 
liable  to  get  broken,  therefore  the  end  of  the  thick 
hawser  was  sent  out  and  received  by  Bax,  who  bound 
it  also  securely  to  the  mainmast  close  to^the  pulley, 
about  fifteen  feet  above  the  deck. 

The  reader  will  understand  that  two  ropes  were 
now  fastened  to  the  mainmast  of  the  "  Trident,"  their 
other  ends  being  fixed  to  a  heavy  anchor  buried  in 
the  sand  on  shore.  One  of  these  ropes  was  the  thick 
hawser,  the  other  the  whip ;  but  as  this  whip  was  an 
endless  or  revolving  rope,  as  has  been  explained,  to 
an  onlooker  it  appeared  that  there  were  tJuret  ropes 
stretched  between  the  vessel  and  the  shore,  two  of 
them  thin  and  one  thick. 

These  preliminary  arrangements  having  been 
made,  much  more  rapidly  than  the  description  of 
them  might  lead  one  to  suppose,  the  purpose  for 
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which  they  had  been  fixed  soon  began  to  be  carried 
out  Just  as  the  lifeboat  arrived  with  its  first 
cargo  of  passengers,  a  large  block  or  pulley  was  run 
out  along  the  hawser  by  means  of  the  whip,  having 
attached  to  it  a  circular  lifebuoy  with  a  canvas 
bag  hanging  from  it  This  was  the  contrivance 
into  which  one  individual  at  a  time  was  placed 
and  drawn  ashore.  Two  holes  in  the  bag  allowed 
the  legs  of  the  occupant  to  hang  down,  and  as  the 
belt  reached  almost  up  to  the  neck,  there  was  not 
much  chance  of  his  being  tossed  out  of  it  It  was 
in  order  to  prevent  this,  however,  that  Bax  had 
fastened  the  end  of  the  hawser  high  on  the  main- 
mast, so  that  the  travelling  bag  was  raised  suffi- 
ciently above  the  water,  except  when  it  neared  the 
shore.  Then,  indeed,  it  was  frequently  immersed 
in  the  towering  waves,  but  then,  too,  it  was  so  near 
the  land  that  a  few  seconds  sufficed  to  draw  it  be- 
yond the  reach  of  the  sea.* 

*  In  order  to  give  to  those  of  oar  readers  who  happen  to  be  inter- 
ested in  this  subject  a  better  idea  of  the  manner  of  using  the  Rocket 
apparatus,  we  subjoin  the  Instructions  given  by  the  Board  of  Trade 
to  roasters  and  seamen  in  regard  to  it : — 

IK  the  event  of  your  vessel  stranding  within  a  short  distance  of 
the  United  Kingdom,  and  the  lives  of  the  crew  being  placed  in  danger, 
assistance  will,  if  possible,  be  rendered  from  the  shore  in  the  follow- 
ing manner,  namely : 

1.  A  rocket  or  shot  with  a  thin  line  attached  will  be  fired  across 
your  vessel.  Get  hold  of  this  line  as  soon  as  you  can,  and  when  you 
have  secured  it  let  one  of  the  crew  be  separated  from  the  jest,  and,  if 
in  the  daytime,  wave  his  hat  or  his  hand,  or  a  flag  or  handkerchief , 
or  if  at  night  let  a  rocket,  a  blue  light,  or  a  gun  be  fired,  or  let  a  light 
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For  two  hours  did  these  men  of  the  coast  toil  in 
this  arduous  labour  of  love.  More  than  a  hundred 
persons  had  been  saved ;  but  nearly  a  hundred  still 
remained  on  board  the  wreck. 

The  storm  was  now  at  its  height,  and  the  vessel 
rolled  over  on  her  bilge  so  violently  that  the  lifeboat 
was  more  than  once  on  the  point  of  being  crushed 
under  her  massive  sides.  On  her  last  trip  she  came 
close  up  under  the  quarter  as  on  former  occasions, 
but  before  any  one  could  be  taken  off  a  monstrous 
wave  lifted  the  hull  right  over  the  rocks  on  which 
she  lay,  and  let  her  fall  with  fearful  violence  on  a 

be  shown  over  the  side  of  the  ship,  and  be  again  concealed,  as  a  signal 
to  those  on  shore. 

2.  When  you  see  one  of  the  men  on  shore,  separated  from  the 
rest,  wave  a  red  flag,  or  (if  at  night)  show  a  red  light  and  then  conceal 
it,  you  are  to  haul  upon  the  rocket  line  until  you  get  a  tailed  block 
with  an  endless  fall  rore  through  it. 

3.  Make  the  tail  of  the  block  fast  to  the  mast  about  15  feet  above 
the  deck,  or  if  your  masts  are  gone,  to  the  highest  secwre  part  of  the 
vessel ;  and  when  the  tail  block  is  made  fast,  and  the  rocket  line  un- 
bent from  the  whip,  let  one  of  the  crew,  separated  from  the  rest,  zuake 
the  signal  required  by  Article  1  above. 

4.  As  soon  as  the  signal  is  seen  on  shore  a  hawser  will  be  bent  to 
the  whip  line,  and  will  be  hauled  off  to  the  ship  by  those  on  shore. 

5.  When  the  hawser  is  got  on  board,  the  crew  should  at  once  make 
it  fast  to  the  same  part  of  the  ship  as  the  tailed  block  is  made  fast  to, 
only  about  18  inches  higher,  taking  care  that  there  are  no  turns  of 
the  whip  line  round  the  hawser. 

&  When  the  hawser  has  been  made  faa  on  board,  the  signal 
directed  by  Article  1  above  is  to  be  repeated. 

7.  The  men  on  shore  will  then  pull  the  hawser  taut,  and  by  mean* 
of  the  whip  line  will  haul  off  to  the  ship  a  sling  life-buoy  fitted  with 
tM>ttipnftt  breeches.  The  person  to  be  hauled  ashore  is  to  get  into  this 
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bed  of  sand  in  such  a  position  that  one  of  her  large 
timbers  snapped  across  with  a  report  like  a  cannon 
shot. 

The  lifeboat  got  entangled  in  the  wreck  and  could 
not  get  clear.  To  make  matters  worse  it  grounded  on  a 
sandbank  that  rose  close  to  the  side  of  the  "  Trident/' 
and  could  not  be  hauled  out  of  the  dangerous  position 
in  which  it  was  thus  suddenly  placed.  The  top- 
gallant masts  of  the  ship  were  swaying  wildly  over 
it,  the  yards  were  swinging  to  and  fro,  threatening 
each  moment  to  strike  it,  and  the  ragged  sails 
flapped  over  it  with  a  noise  like  thunder. 

"Haul  offl  haul  offl"   shouted  Bax,  who  ob- 

sling,  throating  his  lags  through  the  breeches,  and  resting  Ms  armpits 
on  the  life-buoy.  When  he  is  in  and  secure,  one  of  the  crew  most  be 
separated  from  the  rest,  and  again  signal  to  the  shore  as  directed  in 
Article  1  above.  The  people  on  shore  will  then  haul  the  person  in 
the  sling  to  the  shore,  and  when  he  has  landed  will  haul  back  the 
empty  sling  to  the  ship  for  others.  This  operation  will  be  repeated 
to  and  fro  until  all  persons  are  hauled  ashore  from  the  wrecked 
vessel. 

8.  It  may  sometimes  happen  that  the  state  of  the  weather  and  the 
condition  of  the  ship  will  not  admit  of  the  hawser  being  set  up,  in 
which  case  the  sling  will  be  hauled  off  instead,  and  the  persons  to  be 
rescued  will  be  hauled  in  it  through  the  surf  instead  of  along  the 
hawser. 

Masters  and  ere  ITS  of  wrecked  vessels  should  bear  in  mind  that  the 
success  in  landing  them  may  in  a  great  measure  DEPEND  UPON  THEIB 

COOLNESS  AND  ATTENTION  TO  THH  RULES  HERB  LAID  DOWN  ;   and  that 

by  attending  to  them  many  lives  are  annually  saved  by  the  Mortar 
and  Rocket  Apparatus  on  the  Coasts  of  the  United  Kingdom. 

The  system  of  signalling  must  be  strictly  adhered  to;  and  all 
women,  children,  passengers,  and  helpless  persons  should  be  landed 
before  the  crew  of  the  ship.— BOABD  or  TBADH,  22d 
1858. 
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served  the  extreme  danger  in  which  the  boat  was 
placed. 

The  crew  attempted  to  do  so,  but  for  some  minutes 
were  unsuccessful  At  last  they  got  into  deep 
water,  but  just  as  this  was  accomplished  the  main- 
yard  struck  it  on  the  side  and  overturned  it  in  an 
instant. 

Not  being  constructed  on  the  self-righting  prin- 
ciple, the  boat  remained  keel  up,  but  the  men, 
buoyed  up  by  their  life-jackets,  succeeded  in  climb- 
ing on  board  the  wreck. 

A  cry  of  despair  arose  from  those  still  on  board 
the  ill-fated  "  Trident"  when  this  catastrophe  hap- 
pened. During  the  next  half-hour  the  rocket  appa- 
ratus was  plied  with  great  success,  but  although 
most  of  the  women  and  children  were  saved  by  it 
(and  by  the  boat  before  it  was  disabled),  there 
were  still  upwards  of  fifty  men  on  board  the 
wreck. 

"  D'you  think  the  ship  will  hold  together  long  ?" 
said  Bax,  going  aft  to  the  captain,  who  clung  to  the 
mizzen-shrouds  superintending  the  operations  of 
the  men. 

"  Not  long,  I  fear,"  he  replied.  "  If  she  had 
been  thoroughly  repaired  before  starting  on  this 
voyage  she  might  have  weathered  the  gale ;  but, 
but— " 

"But/'  interposed  Mr.  Clefland, — the  dark  pas- 
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;enger,  who  during  the  whole  of  the  proceedings 
which  we  have  narrated  had  stood  calmly  beside 
the  captain  looking  on — "but  Messrs.  Denham, 
Crumps,  and  Co.,  being  penny  wise  and  pound  fool- 
ish, thought  that  the  ships  were  strong  enough  for 
their  purpose,  both  ship  and  cargo  being  fuTiy 
covered  by  insurance !" 

There  was  a  spice  of  bitterness  in  this  man's  tone 
and  manner  which  displeased  Bax.  He  was  about 
to  administer  a  rebuke  to  him,  when  a  larger  wave 
than  usual  lifted  the  ship  up,  and  let  her  fall  with 
such  force  that  another  of  her  large  timbers  broke 
across  like  a  pipe-stem,  and  the  two  remaining 
masts  went  by  the  board,  sweeping  several  of  the 
passengers  and  crew  into  the  sea  along  with  the 
wreck  of  spars  and  cordage. 

Just  under  the  quarter  a  child  fell  into  the  water. 
It  had  been  wrenched  from  its  mother's  arms  by 
the  coil  of  a  flying  rope.  The  mother  leaped  fran- 
tically on  the  bulwarks,  and  would  have  plunged 
into  the  sea  had  not  Bax  seized  her.  At  that 
moment  Mr.  Clelland  passed  a  rope  round  his 
waist,  tied  it  in  that  swift  and  perfect  manner  pecu- 
liar to  seamen,  and  sprang  into  the  sea.  He  seized 
the  child  in  his  arms.  The  captain  of  the  "  Trident" 
had  caught  the  rope  as  Clelland  sprang  over  the 
side.  Bax  assisted  him,  and  in  a  few  minutes  Doth 
hauled  safely  on  board. 


ISO  THE  LIFEBOAT. 

"  You're  better  stuff  than  I  gave  you  credit  for,"1 
said  Bax,  as  the  dark  passenger  delivered  the  child 
to  its  mother. 

"Indeed!"  said  Mr.  Clelland,  with  a  touch  of 
sarcasm  in  his  tone ;  "  I  hope  that  I  may  be  able  to 
return  you  the  like  compliment  at  a  more  fitting; 
season.  At  present  there  is  other  work  for  us  to 
do.  Come,  lads,  we  must  try  to  right  the  life-boat, 
who  will  help  me  V 

Mr.  Clelland  sprang  into  the  sea  as  he  spoke  and 
swam  towards  the  boat,  which  still  lay  under  the  lee 
of  the  wreck  with  its  keel  uppermost.  Ba,x  fol- 
lowed instantly,  and  so  did  nearly  the  whole  crew  of 
the  boat  These  latter,  having  on  their  cork-jackets 
ran  comparatively  little  risk  of  drowning,  but  they, 
as  well  as  Bax  and  Clelland,  were  in  danger  of 
being  disabled  by  the  rolling  spars  that  surrounded 
them.  With  great  difficulty  they  succeeded  in  turn- 
ing the  boat  over,  but,  as  it  was  nearly  full  of  water, 
much  valuable  time  was  wasted  before  it  could  be 
baled  out  sufficiently  to  render  it  once  more  service- 
able. When  this  was  accomplished  they  hauled 
clear  of  the  wreck,  intending  to  veer  round  towards 
the  stern,  where  they  could  approach  the  ship  with 
greater  safety. 

The  remaining  passengers,  seeing  this,  rushed 
upon  the  poop.  At  that  moment  the  ship  was  lifted 
up,  and  hurled  with  such  violence  on  a  sunken  rock 
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that  her  back  was  broken ;  the  sea  dashed  against 
her  side,  separating  the  poop  from  the  fore  part 
of  the  vessel,  and  turning  it  completely  over,  so 
that  every  soul  on  board  was  plunged  suddenly  into 
the  sea. 

A  wild  shriek  of  despair  rose  high  above  the 
howling  of  the  storm,  and  most  of  the  weaker  among 
the  passengers  sank  in  the  raging  sea  to  rise  no 
more.  But  the  lifeboat  was  now  in  a  condition  to 
render  effectual  aid  to  those  who  were  strong  enough 
to  struggle  a  few  minutes  for  their  lives,  or  to  cling 
to  broken  portions  of  the  wreck.  She  was  soon  as 
full  as  she  could  hold,  and  Bax,  seizing  the  bow 
oar,  forced  her  head  round  towards  the  shore. 
The  coxswain  sprang  to  the  helm;  "  Give  way, 
lads,"  was  shouted,  and  in  a  few  seconds  the  boat 
was  once  again  careering  towards  the  shore  on 
the  crest  of  a  towering  billow.  She  took  the  beach 
in  safety. 

"  Now,  then,  shove  off  again,"  cried  Bax,  when  the 
last  of  the  passengers  was  assisted  out  of  her. 

"  Stop !"  cried  a  coast-guardman,  "  some  of  the 
men  are  too  much  knocked  up  to  go  off  again." 

This  was  evident,  for  when  the  lanterns  were  held 
up  to  the  faces  of  the  brave  fellows  it  was  seen  that 
several  of  the  less  robust  among  them  were  deadly 
pale  from  sheer  exhaustion  and  fatigue.  They 
indignantly  protested,  however,  that  they  were  still 


22 J  THE  LIFEBOAT. 

"  game  for  another  bout ;"  but  the  coxsw ain  firmly 
though  kindly,  insisted  that  the  cork-belts  should 
be  taken  off  two  or  three  of  them  and  given  to  the 
stoutest  of  at  least  a  dozen  volunteers  who  eagerly 
stepped  forward. 

The  boat  was  then  relaunched,  and  after  a  care- 
ful search,  and  another  sharp  struggle  with  the 
angry  sea,  returned  with  six  saved  men  and  a 
woman,  besides  several  apparently  dead  bodies, 
which  were  instantly  removed  to  a  neighbouring 
cottage,  to  be  treated  according  to  the  rules  laid 
down  by  the  Eoyal  Humane  Society  for  the  reco- 
very of  those  who  are  apparently  drowned.* 

*  It  IB  of  immense  importance  that  every  man  in  the  kingdom 
should  possess  some  degree  of  knowledge  on  the  subject  of  the  restora- 
tion of  persona  apparently  drowned,  for  no  one  can  tell  at  what 
moment  he  may  be  called  upon,  in  the  absence  of  medical  aid,  to  art 
in  a  case  of  this  nature.  We  therefor*  make  no  apology  for  her* 
giving  in  fall  the  rules  which  hare  been  adop  ed  by  the  National 
Lifeboat  Institution.  They  ran  as  follows  :— 


Send  immediately  for  medical  assistance,  blankets,  and  dry  clo&- 
ing,  but  proceed  to  treat  the  patient  instantly  on  the  spot,  in  the  OJMD 
air,  with  the  face  downward*,  whether  on  shore  or  afloat ;  exposing 
the  face,  neck,  and  chest  to  the  wind,  except  in  severe  weather,  and 
reipoving  all  tight  clothing  from  the  neck  and  chest,  especially  the 
braces. 

The  points  to  be  aimed  at  are — first  and  immediately,  the  RESTORA- 
TION or  BREATHING  ;  and  secondly,  after  breathing  is  restored,  the 

PROMOTION  OF  WARMTH  AND  CIRCULATION. 

The  efforts  to  retton  breathing  must  be  commenced  immediately 
and  energetically,  and  persevered  in  for  one  or  two  hours,  or  until  a 
medical  man  has  pronounced  that  life  is  extinct.  Efforts  to  promote 
wmntik  aad  emulation  beyond  removing  the  wet  clothes  and  dryinf 
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After  the  back  of  the  ship  was  broken,  and  the 
wreck  overwhelmed,  the  rocket  apparatus  of  course 
became  useless,  as  the  mast  to  which  the  ropes  were 

the  skin  must  net  be  made  until  the  first  appearance  of  natural 
breathing.  For  if  circulation  of  the  blood  be  induced  before  breath* 
ing  has  recommenced,  the  restoration  to  life  will  be  endangered. 

U.   TO  RESTORE  BREATHING. 

To  CLEAR  THE  THROAT. — Place  the  patient  on  the  floor  or  ground 
with  the  face  downwards,  and  one  of  the  arms  under  the  forehead,  in 
which  position  all  fluids  will  more  readily  escape  by  the  mouth,  and 
the  tongue  itself  will  fall  forward,  leaving  the  entrance  into  the 
windpipe  free.  Assist  this  operation  by  wiping  and  cleansing  the 
mouth. 

If  satisfactory  breathing  commences,  use  the  treatment  described 
below  to  promote  warmth.  If  there  be  only  slight  breathing,  or  no 
breathing,  or  if  the  breathing  fail,  then 

To  EXCITE  BREATHING— Turn  the  patient  well  and  instantly  on  the 
side,  supporting  the  head,  and— 

Excite  the  nostrils  with  snuff,  hartshorn,  and  smelling  salts,  or 
tickle  the  throat  with  a  feather,  etc.,  if  they  are  at  hand.  Bub  the 
chest  and  face  warm,  and  dash  cold  water,  or  cold  and  hot  water 
alternately,  on  them. 

If  there  be  no  success,  lose  not  a  moment,  but  instantly 

To  IIIITATB  BREATHING — Replace  the  patient  on  the  face,  raising 
an!  supporting  the  chest  well  on  a  folded  coat  or  other  article  of 
dress. 

Turn  the  body  very  gently  on  the  side  and  a  little  beyond,  and  then 
briskly  on  the  face,  back  again  ;  repeating  these  measures  cautiously, 
efficiently,  and  perseveringly  about  fifteen  times  in  the  minute,  or 
oree  every  four  or  five  seconds,  occasionally  varying  the  side. 

[By  placing  the  patient  on  the  chest  the  weight  of  the  body  forces  the 
tnr  out ;  when  turned  on  the  side  this  pressure  is  removed,  and  air 
tntcrs  the  chest.] 

On  each  occasion  that  the  body  is  replaced  on  the  face  make  uni- 
form  but  efficient  pressure  with  brisk  movement,  on  the  back  between 
tnd  below  the  shoulder-blades  or  bones  on  each  side,  removing  the 
pressure  immediately  before  turning  the  body  on  the  side.  During 
the  whole  of  the  operations  let  one  person  attend  solely  to  the  move' 
mems  of  the  head,  and  of  the  arm  placed  under  it. 
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attached  broke  off  close  to  the  deck,  and  the  ropes 
themselves  became  so  entangled  with  the  wreck  as 
to  be  unmanageable;  but  before  this  catastrophe 

{The  .first  measure  increases  the  expiration,  the  second  eommenoee 
inspiration.] 

*»*  The  result  is  respiration  or  natural  breathing,  and,  if  not  too 
late,  life. 

Whilst  the  above  operations  are  being  proceeded  with,  dry  the  hands 
and  feet ;  and  as  soon  as  dry  clothing  or  blankets  can  be  procured, 
j6rip  the  body  and  cover,  or  gradually  re-clothe  it,  but  taking  care  not 
to  interfere  with  the  efforts  to  restore  breathing. 

m, 

Should  these  efforts  not  prove  successful  in  the  course  of  from  two 
a  Are  minutes,  proceed  to  imitate  breathing  by  Dr.  Silvester's 
vH&hod,  as  follows  :— 

Place  the  patient  on  the  back  on  a  flat  surface,'  inclined  a  little 
np  wards  from  the  feet ;  raise  and  support  the  head  and  shoulders  on 
a  small  firm  cushion  or  folded  article  of  dress  placed  under  the 
shoulder-blades. 

-  Draw  forward  the  patient's  tongue,  and  keep  it  projecting  beyond 
the  lips ;  an  elastic  band  over  the  tongue  and  under  the  chin  will 
answer  this  purpose,  or  a  piece  of  string  or  tape  may  be  tied  round 
tnem,  or  by  raising  the  lower  jaw  the  teeth  may  be  made  to  retain  the 
tongue  in  that  position.  Remove  all  tight  clothing  from  about  the 
neck  and  chest,  especially  the  braces. 

To  IMITATE  THE  MOVEMENTS  or  BREATHING.  —  Standing  at  the 
patient's  head,  grasp  the  arms  just  above  the  elbows,  and  draw  the 
arms  gently  and  steadily  upwards  above  the  head,  and  keep  them 
stretched  upwards  for  two  seconds.  (By  this  meant  air  is  drawn  into 
the  htngt. )  Then  turn  down  the  patient' s  arms,  and  press  them  gently 
and  firmly  for  two  seconds  against  the  sides  of  the  chest.  (By  thit 
meant  air  it  preued  out  of  the  hmgt,) 

Repeat  these  measures  alternately,  deliberately,  and  perscveringly 
•bout  fifteen  times  in  a  minute,  until  a  ipontanecnu  effort  to  retpire  it 
perceived,  immediately  upon  which  cease  to  imitate  the  movements  of 
breathing,  and  proceed  to  INDUCTS  CIBCTTLATION  AND  WARMTH. 

IT.  TRKATMKNT  AFTBB  NATURAL  BREATHING  IIAS  BXEK  RESTORE) 
TO  PROMOTE  WARMTH  AJTD  CIRCULATION. 

Commence  rubbing  the  limbs  upwards,  with  firm  grasping  pressure 
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occurred  good  service  had  been  done,  for  no  fewer 
than  sixty  of  the  passengers  of  the  ill-fated  "  Trident" 
had  been  saved  by  this  means  alona  The  lifeboat 
had  been  the  means  of  saving  one  hundred  and 
twenty  lives,  and  fifteen  men,  who  succeeded  in 

and  energy,  using  handkerchiefs,  flannels,  etc.  :  [by  ihii  measure  the 
blood  it  propelled  along  the  veins  towards  the  fieart.] 

The  Motion  must  be  continued  under  the  blanket  or  over  the  dry 
clothing. 

Promote  the  warmth  of  the  body  by  the  application  of  hot  flannels, 
bottles  or  bladders  of  hot  water,  heated  bricks,  etc.,  to  the  pit  of  the 
stomach,  the  arm-pits,  between  the  thighs,  and  to  the  soles  of  the  feet. 

If  the  patient  has  been  carried  to  a  house  after  respiration  has  been 
restored,  be  careful  to  let  the  air  play  freely  about  the  room. 

On  the  restoration  of  life  a  teaspoonful  of  warm  water  should  be 
given ;  and  then,  if  the  power  of  swallowing  have  returned,  small 
quantities  of  wine,  warm  brandy  and  water,  or  coffee,  should  be 
administered.  The  patient  should  be  kept  in  bed,  and  a  disposition 
to  sleep  encouraged. 

GZNEKAL  OBS3KVATIONS. 

The  above  treatment  should  be  persevered  in  for  some  hours,  as  it 
is  an  erroneous  opinion  that  persons  are  irrecoverable  because  life 
does  not  soon  make  its  appearance,  persons  having  been  restored  after 
persevering  for  many  hours. 

APPEARANCES  WHICH  GENERALLY  ACCOMPANY  DEATH. — Breathing 
and  the  heart's  action  cease  entirely,  the  eyelids  are  generally  half. 
closed,  the  pupils  dilated,  the  jaws  clenched,  the  fingers  semi-con- 
tracted ;  the  tongue  approaches  to  the  under  edges  of  the  lips,  and 
these,  as  well  as  the  nostrils,  are  covered  with  a  frothy  mucus.  Cold- 
ness and  pallor  of  surface  increase. 

CAUTIONS.— Prevent  unnecessary  crowding  of  persons  round  the 
body,  especially  if  in  an  apartment. 

Avoid  rough  usage,  and  do  not  allow  the  body  to  remain  on  the 
back  unless  the  tongue  is  secured. 

Under  no  circumstances  hold  the  body  up  by  the  feet. 

On  no  account  place  the  body  in  a  warm  bath,  unless  under  medi- 
cal direction,  and  even  then  it  should  only  be  employed  as  a  moment- 
ary excitement. 
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swimming  to  the  beach,  were  rescued  with  the 
utmost  difficulty  by  the  people  on  shore. 

Among  these  last  was  the  captain,  who,  with  that 
heroic  self-devotion  which  seems  to  be  a  common 
characteristic  of  British  seamen,  had  made  up  his 
mind  to  be  the  last  man  to  quit  the  ship.  This  in- 
tention was  frustrated  by  the  breaking  up  of  the 
vessel.  In  the  confusion  he  was  swept  beyond  the 
reach  of  the  lifeboat,  and  gained  the  beach  he  scarce 
knew  how.  Here  he  was  launched  on  the  shingle 
by  a  billow,  and  washed  high  up  on  the  beach.  He 
grasped  the  loose  pebbles  with  the  energy  of  despair, 
but  the  cataract  of  white  water  that  rushed  back  as 
the  wave  retired,  swept  him  with  irresistible  force 
into  the  sea.  Again  this  happened,  and  as  he  dug 
his  fingers  into  the  moving  gravel,  and  felt  how  hope- 
less was  his  case,  a  cry  of  anguish  burst  from  him. 

The  cry  was  heard  by  Guy  Foster,  who,  with  a 
rope  round  his  waist,  had  been  for  the  last  half-hour 
engaged  in  rescuing  men  and  women  from  the  fatal 
grasp  of  these  retiring  waves. 

"  This  way,  lads,  fetch  the  lantern,  look  alive !"  he 
shouted,  and  sprang  towards  the  part  of  the  shore 
whence  the  cry  had  proceeded,  followed  by  a  crowd 
of  seamen  who  had  assisted  him  by  holding  the 
rope. 

Guy  was  much  exhausted  Six  times  already 
had  he  plunged  into  the  boiling  surf  and  been 
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dragged  out  with  a  fellow-creature  in  his  anna.  He 
had  removed  the  loop  of  the  rope  for  a  few  minutes, 
and  now  held  it  in  his  hand  as  he  ran  along  the 
beach  looking  anxiously  at  the  sur£ 

Once  again  the  captain  was  hurled  on  the  beach, 
but  in  so  exhausted  a  condition  that  he  could  make 
no  effort  to  save  himself.  He  rolled  so  near  to  Guy's 
feet  that  the  latter  dropped  the  rope  in  his  haste 
as  he  leaped  towards  the  drowning  man.  He 
caught  him  round  the  waist  just  as  the  broken  billow 
began  to  rush  back  For  one  moment,  Guy  stood 
firm,  but  as  the  retiring  water  gathered  force  his 
limbs  quivered,  the  gravel  rolled  from  beneath  his 
feet,  and  he  was  swept  off  his  legs  ! 

Before  he  was  engulfed  in  the  surf,  and  almost 
before  the  cry  of  alarm  had  burst  from  his  com- 
panions on  the  beach,  a  boy  flung  the  loop  of  the 
rope  over  his  shoulders,  plunged  headlong  into  the 
sea,  and,  catching  Guy  round  the  neck  with  both 
arms,  held  to  him  like  a  vice.  It  was  Tommy 
Bogey  !  The  men  hauled  gently  on  the  rope  at  first, 
fearing  to  tear  the  little  fellow  from  his  grasp,  but 
they  need  not  have  been  so  careful.  Tommy's  gripe 
was  an  uncommonly  firm  one.  In  half  a  minute 
the  three  were  pulled  beyond  the  reach  of  the  waves 
— the  captain  still  breathing,  Guy  able  to  walk, 
though  much  exhausted,  and  Tommy  Bogey  none 
the  worse  for  his  heroic  and  successful  exertions. 
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This  was  the  last  incident  worthy  of  note  that 
occurred.  Of  the  two  hundred  and  fifty  souls  who  had 
rejoiced  that  night  in  the  prospect  of  a  safe  and 
speedy  termination  to  their  long  voyage,  fifty-five 
were  drowned,  and  one  hundred  and  ninety-five 
were  saved.  Of  these  last  the  fifteen  men  who  swam 
ashore  would  have  been  the  sole  survivors,  in  all 
human  probability,  if  there  had  been  no  lifeboat  or 
rocket  apparatus  on  the  coast. 

For  the  service  thus  rendered,  each  man  who 
risked  his  life  that  night  in  the  lifeboat  received  £2 
from  the  Royal  Lifeboat  Institution.  Others  who 
had  assisted  in  saving  life  on  the  beach  received  re- 
wards proportioned  to  their  services,  and  Bax,  Guy, 
and  Tommy  Bogey  were  each  awarded  the  gold 
medal  of  the  Society  for  the  distinguished  gallantry 
displayed,  and  the  great  risks  voluntarily  encountered 
by  them  on  this  occasion.  It  was  suggested  that 
Denham,  Crumps,  and  Co.  should  give  something 
to  the  men  of  the  lifeboat  in  acknowledgment  of 
their  services,  but  Denham,  Crumps,  and  Co.  did 
not  act  on  the  suggestion  I 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

THE  MORNING  AFTER  THE  STORM. 

ON  the  fifth  morning  that  succeeded  the  breaking 
of  the  storm,  described  in  the  last  chapter,  the  sun 
rose  in  gorgeous  splendour  and  shone  upon  a  sea  that 
was  clear  and  burnished  like  a  sheet  of  glass.  The 
wind  had  ceased  suddenly,  and  a  perfect  calm  pre- 
vailed; but  although  no  breath  of  air  ruffled  the 
surface  of  the  deep,  the  long  swell  rose  and  fell  as 
if  the  breast  of  ocean  were  still  throbbing  from  its 
recent  agitation. 

All  along  the  east  coast  of  England  this  swell 
met  the  shore  in  a  succession  of  slow-rolling  waves, 
which  curled  majestically  over,  and  appeared  almost 
to  pause  for  a  moment  ere  they  fell,  with  deep 
solemn  roar,  in  a  magnificent  burst  of  foam. 

Everywhere  the  effects  of  the  storm  were  pain- 
fully evident  Wrecks  could  be  counted  by  the 
dozen  from  some  of  the  bold  headlands  that  com- 
manded an  extensive  view  of  the  shore,  The  work 
of  destruction  was  not  yet  over.  The  services  of  our 
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lifeboats  could  not  yet  be  dispensed  with  although 
the  fury  of  the  winds  had  ceased. 

It  is  a  mistake  to  suppose  that  when  a  gale  has 
ceased,  all  danger  to  man  and  destruction  to  his  pro- 
perty is  over.  We  are  apt  to  attribute  too  much 
influence  to  the  winds.  Undoubtedly  they  are  the 
origin  of  the  evil  that  befalls  us  in  storms,  but  they 
are  not  the  immediate  cause  of  the  wholesale  de- 
struction that  takes  place  annually  among  the  ship- 
ping of  the  kingdom.  It  is  the  mighty  hydraulic 
force  of  the  sea, — the  tremendous  lifting  power  of 
the  waves,  that  does  it  all 

Although  the  storm  was  over  and  the  wind  had 
gone  down,  the  swell  of  the  ocean  had  not  yet  ceased 
to  act.  On  many  a  headland,  and  in  many  a  rocky 
bay,  brigs,  schooners,  barques,  and  ships  of  large  size 
and  stout  frame,  were  that  day  lifted  and  battered, 
rent,  torn,  riven,  and  split  by  the  sea  as  if  they  had 
been  toys ;  their  great  timbers  snapped  like  pipe- 
stems,  and  their  iron  bars  and  copper  bolts  twisted 
and  gnarled  as  if  they  had  been  made  of  wire. 

The  hardy  men  of  Deal  were  still  out  in  those 
powerful  boats,  that  seem  to  be  capable  of  bidding 
defiance  to  most  storms,  saving  property  to  the 
nation,  and  earning — hardly  earning — salvage  for 
themselves.  The  lifeboats,  too,  were  out, — in  some 
cases  saving  life,  in  others,  saving  property  when 
there  were  no  lives  in  danger. 
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How  inadequate  are  our  conceptions  of  these 
things  when  formed  from  a  written  account  of  one 
or  two  incidents,  even  although  these  be  graphically 
described!  How  difficult  it  is  to  realize  the  actual 
scenes  that  are  presented  all  along  the  coast  during 
and  immediately  after  each  great  storm  that  visits 
our  shores ! 

If  we  could,  by  the  exercise  of  supernatural  power, 
gaze  down  at  these  shores  as  from  a  bird's-eye  point 
of  view,  and  take  them  in,  with  all  their  stirring 
incidents,  at  one  glance ;  if  we  could  see  the  wrecks, 
large  and  small — colliers  with  their  four  or  five 
hands ;  emigrant  ships  with  their  hundreds  of  pas- 
sengers— beating  and  grinding  furiously  on  rocks 
that  appear  to  rise  out  of  and  sink  into  a  sea  of 
foam ;  if  we  could  witness  our  lifeboats,  with  their 
noble-hearted  crews,  creeping  out  of  every  nook  and 
bay  in  the  very  teeth  of  what  seems  to  be  inevitable 
destruction ;  if  we  could  witness  the  hundred  deeds 
of  individual  daring  done  by  men  with  bronzed 
faces  and  rough  garments,  who  carry  their  lives 
habitually  in  their  hands,  and  think  nothing  of  it ; 
if  we  could  behold  the  flash  of  the  rockets,  and 
hear  the  crack  of  the  mortars  and  the  boom  of 
minute  guns  from  John  o'  Groat's  to  the  Land's  End, 
at  the  dead  and  dark  hours  of  night,  when  dwellers 
in  our  inland  districts  are  abed,  all  ignorant,  it  may 
be,  or  thoughtless,  in  regard  to  these  things  ;  above 
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all,  if  we  could  hear  the  shrieks  of  the  perishing,  the 
sobs  and  thanksgivings  of  the  rescued,  and  the  wild 
cheers  of  the  rescuers ;  and  hear  and  see  all  this  at 
one  single  glance,  so  that  OUT  hearts  might  be  more 
filled  than  they  are  at  present  with  a  sense  of  the 
terrible  dangers  of  our  shores,  and  the  heroism  of 
our  men  of  the  coast,  it  is  probable  that  our  prayers 
for  those  who  "go  down  to  the  sea  in  ships"  would 
be  more  frequent  and  fervent,  and  our  respect  for 
those  who  risk  life  and  limb  to  save  the  shipwrecked 
would  be  deeper.  It  is  also  probable  that  we  might 
think  it  worth  our  while  to  contribute  more  largely 
than  we  do  to  the  support  of  that  noble  Institution, 
whose  work  it  is  to  place  lifeboats  where  they  are 
wanted  on  our  coasts,  and  to  recognise,  reward,  and 
chronicle  the  deedi  of  those  who  distinguish  them- 
selves in  the  great  work  of  saving  human  life. 

Let  ns  put  a  question  to  you,  good  reader.  If 
France,  or  any  other  first-rate  Power,  were  to  begin 
the  practice  of  making  a  sudden  descent  on  us  about 
once  a  month,  on  an  average,  all  the  year  round, 
slaying  some  hundreds  of  our  fishermen  and  seamen 
each  time ;  occasionally  cutting  off  some  of  our  first- 
class  emigrant  ships,  and  killing  all  on  board — 
men,  women,  and  children, — thus  filling  the  land 
with  repeated  wails  of  sorrow,  with  widows  and 
with  fatherless  children  :  What  would  you  do  ? 

What ! — do  you  say  that  you  "  would  fortify  every 
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island  on  the  coast,  plant  Martello  towers  on  every 
flat  beach,  crown  every  height  with  cannon,  and 
station  iron-clads  in  every  harbour  and  bay,  so  that 
the  entire  coast  should  bristle  with  artillery  ?"  That 
sounds  well,  but  what  guarantee  have  we  that  you 
really  would  act  thus  if  France  were  to  become  so 
outrageous  ? 

"  Common  sense  might  assure  me  of  it,"  you 
reply. 

So  it  might,  and  so  it  would,  if  we  had  not  evidence 
to  the  contrary  in  the  fact  that  our  country  is  thus 
assailed  month  after  month — year  after  year — by  a 
more  inveterate  enemy  than  France  ever  was  or  will 
be,  and  yet  how  little  is  done  to  defend  ourselves 
against  his  attacks,  compared  with  what  might  be, 
with  what  ought  to  be,  done  ! 

This  enemy  is  the  storm ;  but,  like  France,  he  is 
not  our  natural  enemy.  "We  have  only  chosen  in 
time  past  to  allow  him  to  become  so.  The  storm  has 
been  wisely  and  beneficently  ordained  by  God  to 
purify  the  world's  atmosphere,  and  to  convey  health 
and  happiness  to  every  land  under  heaven.  If  we 
will  not  take  the  obvious  and  quite  possible  precau 
tions  that  are  requisite  to  secure  ourselves  from  his 
violence,  have  we  not  ourselves  to  blame  ? 

There  are  far  too  few  harbours  of  refuge  on  our 
exposed  coasts ;  the  consequence  is  that  our  fishing- 
boats  are  caught  by  the  storm  and  wrecked,  and  not 
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unfrequently  as  many  as  a  hundred  lives  are  lost  in 
a  few  hours  :  Who  is  to  blame  ?  A  large  vessel  goes 
on  the  rocks  because  there  is  no  lighthouse  there  to 
give  warning  of  danger ;  a  post  has  been  neglected 
and  the  enemy  has  crept  in :  Who  neglected  that  post  ? 
After  the  ship  has  got  on  the  rocks,  it  is  made  known 
to  the  horrified  passengers  that  there  are  no  ship's 
lifeboats  aboard,  neither  are  there  any  life-belts  : 
Whose  blame  is  that  ?  Still  there  seems  hope,  for  the 
shore  is  not  far  off,  and  anxious  people  line  it ;  but 
no  ordinary  boat  can  live  in  such  a  sea.  There  is  no 
rocket  apparatus  on  this  part  of  the  coast ;  no  mortar 
apparatus  by  which  a  line  might  be  sent  on  board  : 
Why  not  ?  The  nearest  lifeboat  station  is  fifteen  miles 
off :  Whose  fault  is  that  ?  Is  the  storm  our  enemy 
here  ?  Is  not  selfish,  calculating,  miserly  man  his 
own  enemy  in  this  case  ?  So  the  ship  goes  to  pieces, 
and  the  result  is  that  the  loss  of  this  single  vessel 
makes  60  widows,  and  150  fatherless  children  in  one 
night !  not  to  speak  of  thousands  of  pounds'  worth 
of  property  lost  to  the  nation. 

Reader,  if  you  doubt  this,  consult  the  pages  of  the 
Lifeboat  Journal,  in  which  you  will  find  facts,  related 
in  a  grave,  succinct,  unimpassioned  way,  that  ought 
to  make  your  hair  stand  on  end  I 

Thoughts  strongly  resembling  those  recorded  in 
the  last  few  pages  filled  the  mind  and  the  heart  of 
Bax,  as  he  stood  on  that  calm  bright  morning  on  the 
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sea-shore.  It  was  a  somewhat  lonely  spot  at  the  foot 
of  tall  cliffs,  not  far  from  which  the  shattered  hull  of 
a  small  brig  lay  jammed  between  two  rocks.  Tommy 
Bogey  stood  beside  him,  and  both  man  and  boy  gazed 
long  and  silently  at  the  wrack  which  lined  the  shore. 
Every  nook,  every  crevice  and  creek  at  the  foot  of  the 
cliff  was  filled  choke  full  of  broken  planks  and  spars, 
all  smashed  up  into  pieces  so  small  that,  with  the  ex- 
ception of  the  stump  of  a  main-mast  and  the  heel 
of  a  bowsprit,  there  was  not  a  morsel  that  exceeded 
three  feet  in  length,  and  all  laid  side  by  side  in  such 
regular  order  by  the  swashing  of  the  sea  in  and  out 
of  the  narrower  creeks,  that  it  seemed  as  if  they  had 
been  piled  there  by  the  hand  of  man. 

They  gazed  silently,  because  they  had  just  come 
upon  a  sight  which  filled  their  hearts  with  sadness. 
Close  beside  a  large  rock  lay  the  form  of  an  old  white- 
haired  man  with  his  head  resting  on  a  mass  of  sea- 
weed, as  if  he  were  asleep.  Beside  him  lay  a  little 
girl,  whose  head  rested  on  the  old  man's  breast,  while 
her  long  golden  hair  lay  in  wild  confusion  over  his 
face.  The  countenances  of  both  were  deadly  pale, 
and  their  lips  blue.  It  required  no  doctor's  skill  to 
tell  that  both  were  dead. 

"  Ah's  me !  Tommy,  'tis  a  sad  sight,"  said  Bax. 

Tommy  made  no  reply  for  a  few  seconds,  but 
after  an  ineffectual  effort  to  command  himself  he 
burst  into  tear*. 
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"  If  we  had  only  been  here  last  night,"  he  sobbed 
at  length,  "  we  might  have  saved  them." 

"  So  we  might,  so  we  might,  Tommy ;  who  knows  ? 
Some  one  should  have  been  here  anyhow.  It  seems 
to  me  that  things  ain't  well  managed  in  these  days. 
They  haven't  half  enough  of  appliances  to  save  life, 
that's  a  fact" 

Bax  said  this  somewhat  sternly. 

"Whose  fault  is  it,  Bax?"  said  Tommy,  looking 
up  in  his  friend's  face. 

"Ha,  Tommy,"  replied  the  other  with  a  smile, 
"  it  don't  become  the  like  o*  you  or  me  to  say  who's 
to  blame.  You're  too  young  to  understand  the  outs 
and  ins  o'  such  matters,  and  I'm  too  ignorant" 

The  boy  smiled  incredulously.  The  idea  of  Bax 
being  "ignorant"  was  too  gross  and  absurd  to  be 
entertained  for  a  moment,  even  although  stated  by 
himself. 

"Well,  but,"  urged  Tommy  stoutly,  "if  things 
are  wrong,  it's  clear  that  they  ain't  right,  and  surely 
I've  a  right  to  say  so." 

"  True,  lad,  true,"  returned  Bax,  with  an  approving 
nod;  "that's  just  the  point  which  I'd  like  you  and 
me  to  stick  to :  when  we  see  things  to  be  wrong  don't 
let's  shirk  sayin'  so  as  flat  as  we  can ;  but  don't  let 
us  go,  like  too  many  shallow-pates,  and  say  that  we 
know  who's  wrong  and  why  they're  wrong,  and  offer 
to  put  them  all  right  on  the  shortest  notice.  Mayhap 
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(here  Bax  spoke  in  a  soft  meditative  tone,  as  if  he 
had  forgotten  his  young  friend,  and  were  only  think- 
ing aloud)  mayhap  we  may  come  to  understand  the 
matter  one  of  these  days,  and  have  a  better  right  to 
speak  out — who  knows  ?" 

"  That  I'm  certain  of !"  cried  Tommy,  in  a  tone 
and  with  an  air  that  made  Bax  smile  despite  the  sad 
sight  before  him. 

"  Come,  lad,"  he  said,  with  sudden  energy,  "  we 
must  get  'em  removed.  Away !  and  fetch  a  couple 
of  men.  I'll  arrange  them." 

Tommy  was  off  in  a  moment,  and  Bax  proceeded 
with  gentle  care  to  arrange  the  dress  and  limbs  of 
the  old  man  and  the  child.  Two  men  soon  arrived, 
and  assisted  to  carry  them  away.  Who  they  were  no 
one  knew  and  few  cared.  They  were  only  two  of  the 
many  who  are  thus  cast  annually,  and  by  no  means 
unavoidably,  on  our  stormy  shores. 

Do  not  misunderstand  us,  good  reader.  Compared 
with  what  is  done  by  other  lands  in  this  matter, 
Britain  does  her  duty  well;  but,  compared  with  what 
is  required  by  God  at  the  hands  of  those  who  call 
themselves  Christians,  we  still  fall  far  short  of  our 
duty,  both  as  a  nation  and  as  individuals. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

KBLAT18  TO  LOVE,  CltOSS  PURPOSES  AND  MISTAKES,  1TO. 

STORMS  may  rage,  orphans  and  widows  may  weep, 
but  the  world  must  not  pause  in  its  regular  routine 
of  business  and  of  pleasure.  This  is  natural  and 
right.  It  was  not  intended  that  men  should  walk 
perpetually  in  sackcloth  and  ashes  because  of  the 
sorrows  that  surround  them.  But  equally  true  is  it 
that  they  were  never  meant  to  shut  their  eyes  and 
ears  to  those  woes,  and  dance  and  sing  through  life 
heedlessly,  as  far  too  many  do  until  some  thunder- 
bolt falls  on  their  own  hearts,  and  brings  the  truth 
home. 

The  command  is  twofold :  "  Weep  with  those  that 
weep,  and  rejoice  with  those  that  do  rejoice." 

Come  then,  reader,  let  us  visit  good  Mrs.  Foster, 
and  rejoice  with  her  as  she  sits  at  her  tea-table 
contemplating  her  gallant  son  with  a  mother's  pride. 
She  has  some  reason  to  be  proud  of  him,  Guy 
has  just  received  the  gold  medal  awarded  him  by 
the  Lifeboat  Institution.  Baz  and  Tommy  have 
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also  received  their  medals,  and  all  three  are  taking 
tea  with  the  widow  on  the  occasion.  Lucy  Burton 
and  Amy  Russel  are  there  too,  but  both  of  these 
young  ladies  are  naturally  much  more  taken  up  with 
Tommy's  medal  than  with  those  of  Guy  or  of  Bax ! 

And  well  they  may  be,  for  never  a  breast,  large  or 
small,  was  more  worthy  of  the  decoration  it  supported. 

"My  brave  boy,"  said  the  widow,  referring  to 
Tommy,  and  taking  hi?™  by  the  arm  as  he  sat  be- 
side her,  but  looking,  irresistibly,  at  her  son,  "  it 
was  a  noble  deed.  If  I  had  the  giving  of  medals  I 
would  have  made  yours  twice  the  size,  with  a 
diamond  in  the  middle  of  it" 

u  What  a  capital  idea ! "  said  Lucy,  with  a  silvery 
laugh,  that  obliged  her  to  display  a  double  row  of 
brilliant  little  teeth. 

"  A  coral  ring  set  with  pearls  would  be  finer,  don't 
you  think?"  said  Guy,  gravely. 

Tommy  grinned  and  said  that  that  was  a  toothy 
remark ! 

Lucy  blushed,  and  said  laughingly,  that  she 
thought  Mrs.  Foster's  idea  better,  whereupon  the 
widow  waxed  vain-glorious,  and  tried  to  suggest 
some  improvements. 

Guy,  fearing  that  he  had  been  presumptuous  in 
paying  this  sly  compliment,  anxiously  sought  to 
make  amends  by  directing  most  of  his  conversation 
to  Amy. 
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Bax,  who  was  unusually  quiet  that  evening,  was 
thus  left  to  make  himself  agreeable  to  Lucy.  But 
he  found  it  hard  work,  poor  fellow.  It  was  quite 
evident  that  he  was  ill  at  ease. 

On  most  occasions,  although  habitually  grave,  Bax 
was  hearty,and  had  always  plenty  to  say  without  being 
obtrusive  in  his  conversation.  Moreover,  his  manners 
were  good,  and  his  deportment  unconstrained  and 
easy.  But  when  he  visited  the  widow's  cottage  he 
became  awkward  and  diffident,  and  seemed  to  feel 
great  difficulty  in  carrying  on  conversation.  During 
the  short  time  he  had  been  at  Deal  since  the  wreck 
of  the  "  Nancy,"  he  had  been  up  at  the  cottage  every 
day  on  one  errand  or  another,  and  generally  met  the 
young  ladies  either  in  the  house  or  in  the  garden. 

Could  it  be  that  Bax  was  in  love  ?  There  was  no 
doubt  whatever  of  the  fact  in  his  own  mind  ;  but, 
strange  to  say,  no  one  else  suspected  it.  His  charac- 
ter was  grave,  simple,  and  straightforward.  He  did 
not  assume  any  of  those  peculiar  airs  by  which 
young  men  make  donkeys  of  themselves  when  in  this 
condition !  He  feared,  too,  that  it  might  be  inter- 
fering with  the  hopes  of  his  friend  Guy,  whose  affec- 
tions, he  had  latterly  been  led  to  suspect,  lay  in  the 
same  direction  with  his  own.  This  made  him  very 
circumspect  and  modest  in  his  behaviour.  Had  he 
been  quite  sure  of  the  state  of  Guy's  heart  he  would 
have  retired  at  once,  for  it  never  occurred  to  him  for 
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a  moment  to  imagine  that  the  girl  whom  Gny  loved 
might  not  love  Guy,  and  might,  possibly,  love  him- 


Be  this  as  it  may,  Bax  resolved  to  watch  his 
friend  that  night  closely,  and  act  according  to  the 
indications  given.  Little  did  poor  Guy  know  what 
a  momentous  hour  that  was  in  the  life  of  his  friend, 
and  the  importance  of  the  part  he  was  then  per- 
forming. 

Bax  rose  to  go  sooner  than  usual 

"  You  are  very  kind,  ma'am,"  he  said,  in  reply  to 
Mrs.  Foster's  remonstrances  ;  "  I  have  to  visit  an  old 
friend  to-night,  and  as  it  is  probable  I  may  never 
see  him  again,  I  trust  you'll  excuse  my  going  so 
early." 

Mrs.  Foster  was  obliged  to  acquiesce.  Bax  shook 
hands  hurriedly,  but  very  earnestly,  with  each  of 
the  party,  and  quitted  the  cottage  in  company  with 
Guy. 

"  Come,  Guy,  let  us  walk  over  the  sandhills." 

"  A  strange  walk  on  so  dark  a  night  ;  don't  you 
think  it  would  be  more  cheerful  on  the  beach?" 

"  So  it  would,  so  it  would,"  said  Bax,  somewhat 
hastily,  "but  I  want  to  be  alone  with  you,  and 
we're  likely  to  meet  some  of  our  chums  on  the 
beach.  Besides,  I  want  to  have  a  quiet  talk,  and  to 
tell  ye  something.  —  You're  in  love,  Guy." 

Bax  said  this  so  abruptly  that  his  friend  started, 
Q 


242  THE  LIFEBOAT. 

and  for  a  few  seconds  was  silent  Then,  with  a 
laugh,  he  replied — 

"  Well,  Bax,  you've  a  blunt  way  of  broaching  a 
subject,  but,  now  that  you  put  the  thing  to  me,  I  feel 
inclined  to  believe  that  I  am.  You're  a  sharper 
fellow  than  I  gave  you  credit  for,  to  have  found  me 
out  so  soon." 

"  It  needs  but  little  sharpness  to  guess  that  when 
two  young  folk  are  thrown  much  together  and  find 
each  other  agreeable,  they're  likely  to  fall  in  love." 

Bax's  voice  sank  to  its  deepest  tones  ;  he  felt  that 
his  hopes  had  now  received  their  deathblow,  and  in 
spite  of  himself  he  faltered.  With  a  mighty  effort 
he  crushed  down  the  feeling,  and  continued  in  a 
tone  of  forced  gaiety — 

"  Come,  I'm  rejoiced  at  your  good  luck,  my  boy  - 
she's  one  of  a  thousand,  Guy." 

"  So  she  is,"  said  Guy,  "  but  I'm  not  so  sure  of  my 
good  luck  as  you  seem  to  be;  for  I  have  not  yet 
ventured  to  speak  to  her  on  the  subject  of  love." 

"  No  ?"  exclaimed  Bax  in  surprise,  "that's  strange." 

"  Why  so  ?"  said  Guy. 

"  Because  you've  had  lots  of  time  and  opportunity, 
lad." 

"  True,"  said  Guy,  "  I  have  had  enough  of  both, 
but  some  folk  are  not  so  bold  and  prompt  as  others 
in  this  curious  matter  of  love." 

"  Ah,  very  true,"  observed  Bax,  "  some  men  do 
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take  more  time  than  others,  and  yet  it  seems  to  me 
that  there  has  been  time  enough  for  a  sharp  fellow 
like  you  to  have  settled  that  question.  However, 
I've  no  doubt  myself  of  the  fact  that  she  loves  you, 
Guy,  and  I  do  call  that  uncommon  good  luck" 

"  Well,  it  may  seem  a  vain  thing  to  say,  but  I  do 
fancy  that  she  likes  me  a  bit,"  said  the  other,  in  a 
half  jocular  tone. 

The  two  friends  refrained  from  mentioning  the 
name  of  the  fair  one.  The  heart  and  mind  of  each 
was  filled  with  one  object,  but  each  felt  a  strange 
disinclination  to  mention  her  name. 

"  But  it  seems  to  me,"  continued  Guy, "  that  instead 
of  wanting  to  tell  me  something,  as  you  said,  when 
you  brought  me  out  for  a  walk  in  this  dreary  waste  of 
furze  and  sand  at  such  a  time  of  night,  your  real 
object  was  to  pump  me  !" 

"  Not  so,"  replied  Bax,  in  a  tone  so  deep  and  sad  as 
to  surprise  his  friend ;  "  I  brought  you  here  because 
the  lonely  place  accords  with  my  feelings  to-night. 
I  have  made  up  my  mind  to  go  to  Australia." 

Guy  stopped  abruptly.     "  You  jest,  Bax,"  said  he. 

w  I  am  in  earnest,"  replied  the  other,  "  and  since  I 
have  forced  myself  into  your  confidence,  I  think  it 
but  Mr  to  give  you  mine.  The  cause  of  my  going 
is  love !  Yes,  Guy,  I  too  am  in  love,  but  alas !  my 
love  is  not  returned ;  it  is  hopeless." 

"  Say  not  so,"  began  Guy,  earnestly ;  but  his 
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companion  went  on  without  noticing  the  interrup- 
tion. 

"  The  case  is  a  peculiar  one,"  said  ha  "  I  have 
known  the  sweet  girl  long  enough  to  know  that  she 
does  not  love  me,  and  that  she  does  love  another 
man.  Moreover,  7  love  that  man  too.  He  is  my 
friend ;  BO,  the  long  and  the  short  of  it  is,  I'm  going 
to  up-anchor,  away  to  the  gold-fields,  and  leave  the 
coast  clear  to  him." 

"  This  must  not  be,  Bax ;  you  may  be  wrong  in 
supposing  your  case  hopeless.  May  I  ask  her 
name  ?" 

"  Forgive  me,  Guy,  I  must  not  mention  it,"  said 
Bax. 

It  ia  not  necessary  to  weary  the  reader  with  the 
variety  of  arguments  with  which  Guy  plied  his  friend 
in  order  to  turn  him  from  his  purpose,  as  they 
wandered  slowly  over  the  sandhills  together.  He 
was  unsuccessful  in  his  efforts  to  arouse  hope  in 
the  bosom  of  his  friend,  or  to  induce  hi™  to  sus- 
pend his  determination  for  a  time.  Nor  was  he 
more  fortunate  in  attempting  to  make  Bax  say  who 
was  the  friend  for  whom  he  was  about  to  make  so 
great  a  sacrifice, — little  suspecting  that  it  was  him- 
self! 

"Now,"  said  Bax,  after  having  firmly  resisted 
his  companion's  utmost  efforts,  "I  want  you  to 
leave  me  here  alone.  I  may  seem  to  you  to 
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be  obstinate  and  ungracious  to-night"  (he  stopped 
and  seized  Guy's  hand),  "but,  believe  me,  I  am 
not  so.  My  heart  is  terribly  down,  and  you  know 
I'm  a  rough  matter-of-fact  fellow,  not  given  to  be 
sentimental,  so  I  can't  speak  to  you  as  I  would  wish 
on  this  subject;  but  wherever  I  may  go  in  this 
world,  I  will  never  cease  to  pray  for  God's  blessing 
on  you  and  yours,  Guy." 

"  I  like  to  hear  you  say  that,  Bax,"  returned  the 
other  ;  "  it  will  rejoice  my  heart  to  think  that  love 
for  me  will  be  the  means  of  taking  you  often  to  the 
throne  of  God." 

"  You're  a  good  fellow,  Guy ;  perhaps  what  you 
have  often  said  to  me  has  not  been  thrown  away  as 
much  as  you  suppose.  Come  now,  instead  of  you 
having  to  urge  the  subject  on  me,  I'll  ask  you  to  give 
me  a  text  Supposing  that  you  and  I  were  parting 
to-night  for  the  last  time,  and  that  I  were  going  off 
to  Australia  to-morrow,  what  would  you  say  to  me 
in  the  way  of  advice  and  encouragement  ?" 

Guy  paused  thoughtfully  for  a  moment,  and 
then  said,  "  Delight  thyself  in  the  Lord,  trust  also 
in  Him,  and  He  will  give  thee  the  desires  of  thine 
heart." 

"  Thank  'ee,  lad,  111  not  forget  the  words,"  said 
Bax,  wringing  his  friend's  hand. 

"  Perhaps  I'll  think  of  another  and  more  suitable 
text  when  the  time  for  parting  really  comes,"  said 
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Guy,  sadly.  "  Good-night,  Box;  mind  you  come  up 
to  the  cottage  to-morrow,  and  let  me  know  your 
plans." 

" I  shall  be  busy  to-morrow,  but  111  write,"  said 
Bax,  as  his  friend  left  him.  "  Ay,"  he  added,  "  there 
goes  a  real  Christian,  and  a  true-hearted  friend. 
Ah's  me !  Ill  never  see  him  more !" 

Bax  wandered  slowly  and  without  aim  over  the 
dark  waste  for  some  time.  Almost  unintentionally 
he  followed  the  path  that  led  past  the  Checkers  of 
the  Hope.  A  solitary  light  burned  in  one  of  the 
lower  windows  of  the  old  inn,  but  no  sound  of 
revelry  issued  from  its  doors.  Leaving  it  behind 
him,  Bax  soon  found  himself  standing  within  a  few 
yards  of  the  tombstone  of  the  ill-fated  Mary  whose 
name  he  bore. 

"  Poor  thing,  'twas  a  sad  fate !"  he  murmured,  as 
he  contemplated  the  grave  of  the  murdered  girl,  who 
had  been  a  cousin  of  his  own  grandfather.  "  Poor 
Mary,  you're  at  rest  now,  which  is  more  than  I  am." 

For  some  minutes  Bax  stood  gazing  dreamily  at 
the  grave  which  was  barely  visible  in  the  faint  light 
afforded  by  a  few  stars  that  shone  through  the  cloudy 
sky.  Suddenly  he  started,  and  every  fibre  of  his 
strong  frame  was  shaken  with  horror  as  he  beheld 
the  surface  of  the  grave  move,  and  saw,  or  fancied 
he  saw,  a  dim  figure  raise  itself  partially  from  the 
earth. 
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Bax  was  no  coward  in  any  sense  of  that  word. 
Many  brave  men  there  are  who,  although  quite  fear- 
less in  regard  to  danger  and  death,  are  the  most 
arrant  cowards  in  the  matter  of  superstition,  and 
could  be  made  to  flee  before  a  mere  fancy.  But 
our  hero  was  not  one  of  these.  His  mind  was  strong, 
like  his  body,  and  well  balanced.  He  stood  his 
ground  and  prepared  to  face  the  matter  out.  He 
would  indeed  have  been  more  than  human  if  such 
an  unexpected  sight,  in  such  circumstances,  had 
failed  to  horrify  him,  but  the  effect  of  the  shock 
soon  passed  away. 

"  Who  comes  here  to  disturb  me  ?*  said  a  weak 
voice  that  evidently  belonged  to  this  ghost. 

"  Hallo !  Jeph,  is  that  you  ?"  exclaimed  Bax, 
springing  forward  and  gazing  into  the  old  man's  face. 

"  Ay,  it's  me,  and  I'm  sorry  you've  found  me  out, 
for  I  like  to  be  let  alone  in  my  grief." 

"  Why,  Jeph,  you  don't  need  to  be  testy  with  your 
friend.  I'll  quit  ye  this  moment  if  you  bid  me ;  but 
I  think  you  might  find  a  warmer  and  more  fitting 
bed  for  your  old  bones  than  poor  Mary  Box's  grave. 
Come,  let  me  help  you  up." 

Bax  said  this  so  kindly,  that  old  Jeph's  temporary 
anger  at  having  been  discovered  passed  away. 

"  Well,  well,"  said  he,  "  the  only  two  people  who 
have  found  me  out  are  the  two  I  like  best,  so  it 
don't  much  matter." 
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"  Indeed,"  exclaimed  the  young  man  in  surprise, 
"  who  is  number  two,  Jeph  ?" 

"  Tommy  Bogey.  He  found  me  here  on  the  night 
when  Long  Orrick  was  chased  by  Supple  Jim." 

"  Strange,  he  never  told  me  about  it,"  said  Bax. 
"'Cause  I  told  him  to  hold  his  tongue,"  replied 
Jeph,  "  and  Tommy's  a  good  fellow  and  knows  how 
to  shut  his  mouth  w'en  a  friend  asks  him  to — as  I 
now  ask  you,  Bax,  for  I  don't  want  people  know 
that  I  come  here  every  night." 

"What!  do  you  come  here  every  night?"  cried 
Bax  in  surprise. 

"Ay,  every  night,  fair  weather  and  foul;  I've 
been  used  to  both  for  a  long  time  now,  and  I'm  too 
tough  to  be  easily  damaged." 

"  But  why  do  you  this,  Jeph  ?  You  are  not  mad  ! 
If  you  were,  I  could  understand  it." 

"  No  matter,  no  matter,"  said  the  old  man,  turning 
to  gaze  at  the  tombstone  before  quitting  the  place. 
"  Some  people  are  fond  of  having  secreta  I've  got 
one,  and  I  like  to  keep  it." 

"  Well,  I  won't  try  to  pump  it  out  of  you,  my  old 
friend.  Moreover,  I  haven't  got  too  much  time  to 
spare.  I  meant  to  go  straight  to  your  house  to- 
night, Jeph,  to  tell  you  that  I'm  off  to  Australia 
to-morrow  by  peep  o'  day." 

"  Australia !"  exclaimed  Jeph,  with  a  perplexed 
look  in  his  old  face. 
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"  Ay,  the  blue  peter 's  at  the  mast-head  and  the 
anchor  tripped." 

Here  Bax  related  to  his  old  comrade  what  he  had 
previously  told  to  Guy.  At  first  Jeph  shook  his 
head,  but  when  the  young  sailor  spoke  of  love  being 
the  cause  of  his  sudden  departure,  he  made  him  sit 
down  on  the  grave,  and  listened  earnestly. 

"  So,  so,  Bax,"  he  said,  when  the  latter  had  con- 
cluded, "  you're  quite  sure  she's  fond  o'  the  other 
feller,  are  ye?" 

"  Quite.  I  had  it  from  his  own  lips.  At  least  he 
told  me  he's  fond  of  her,  and  I  could  see  with  my 
own  eyes  she's  fond  of  him." 

"  Poor  lad,"  said  Jeph,  patting  his  friend's  shoulder 
as  if  he  had  been  a  child,  "you're  quite  right  to  go. 
I  know  what  love  is.  You'll  never  get  cured  in  this 
country ;  mayhap  foreign  air  11  do  it.  I  refused  to 
tell  you  what  made  me  come  out  here,  lad ;  but  now 
that  I  knows  how  the  wind  blows  with  you,  I  don't 
mind  if  I  let  ye  into  my  secret.  Love !  ay,  it's  the 
old  story;  love  has  brought  me  here  night  after 
night  since  ever  I  was  a  boy." 

"  Love  !"  exclaimed  his  companion ;  "  love  of 
whom?" 

"  Why,  who  should  it  be  but  the  love  o'  the  dear 
girl  as  lies  under  this  sod  ?"  said  the  old  man,  put- 
ting his  hand  affectionately  on  the  grave.  "Ay, 
you  may  well  look  at  me  in  wonderment,  but  I 
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wasn't  always  the  wrinkled  old  man  I  am  now.  I 
was  a  good-lookin'  lad  once,  though  I  don't  look 
like  it  now.  When  poor  Mary  was  murdered  I  was 
nineteen.  I  won't  tell  ye  how  I  loved  that  dear 
girl.  Ye  couldn't  understand  me.  When  she  was 
murdered  by  that" — (he  paused  abruptly  for  a 
moment,  and  then  resumed) — "  when  she  was  mur- 
dered, I  thought  I  should  have  gone  mad.  I  was 
mad,  I  believe,  for  a  time ;  but  when  I  came  back 
here  to  stay,  after  wanderin'  in  foreign  parts  for 
many  years,  I  took  to  comin'  to  the  grave  at  nights. 
At  first  I  got  no  good.  I  thought  my  heart  would 
burst  altogether,  but  at  last  the  Lord  sent  peace  into 
my  soul  I  began  to  think  of  her  as  an  angel 
in  heaven,  and  now  the  sweetest  hours  of  my  life 
are  spent  on  this  grave.  Poor  Mary!  She  was 
gentle  and  kind,  especially  to  the  poor  and  the 
afflicted.  She  took  a  great  interest  in  the  ways  and 
means  we  had  for  savin*  people  from  wrecks,  and 
used  often  to  say  it  was  a  pity  they  couldn't  get  a 
boat  made  that  would  neither  upset  nor  sink  in  a 
storm.  She  had  read  o'  some  such  contrivance 
somewhere,  for  she  was  a  great  reader.  Ever  since 
that  time  I've  bin  trying,  in  my  poor  way,  to  make 
something  o'  the  sort,  but  I've  not  managed  it  yet. 
I  like  to  think  she  would  have  been  pleased  to  see 
me  at  it" 
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Old  Jeph  stopped  at  this  point,  and  shook  his 
head  slowly.  Then  he  continued — 

M I  find  that  as  long  as  I  keep  near  to  this  grave 
my  love  for  Mary  can't  die,  and  I  don't  want  it  to. 
But  that's  why  I  think  you're  right  to  go  abroad, 
It  won't  do  for  a  man  like  you  to  go  moping  through 
life  as  I  have  done.  Mayhap  there's  some  truth  in 
the  sayin',  Out  o'  sight  out  o'  mind." 

"  Ah's  me !"  said  Bax ;  "  isn't  it  likely  that  there 
may  be  some  truth  too  in  the  words  o'  the  old  song, 
'  Absence  makes  the  heart  grow  fonder.'  But  you're 
right,  Jeph,  it  wouldn't  do  for  me  to  go  moping 
through  life  as  long  as  there's  work  to  do.  Besides, 
old  boy,  there's  plenty  of  this  sort  o'  thing  to  be 
done ;  and  111  do  it  better  now  that  I  don't  have 
anybody  in  particular  to  live  for." 

Bax  said  this  with  reckless  gaiety,  and  touched 
the  medal  awarded  to  hi™  by  the  Lifeboat  Institu- 
tion, which  still  hung  on  his  breast  where  it  had 
been  fastened  that  evening  by  Lucy  Burton. 

The  two  friends  rose  and  returned  together  to 
Jeph's  cottage,  where  Bax  meant  to  remain  but  a 
few  minutes,  to  leave  sundry  messages  to  various 
friends.  He  was  shaking  hands  with  the  old  man 
and  bidding  him  farewell,  when  the  door  was  burst 
open,  and  Tommy  Bogey  rushed  into  the  room. 
Bax  seized  the  boy  in  his  arms,  and  pressed  him  to 
his  breast 
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"  Hallo !  I  say,  is  It  murder  ye're  after,  or  d'ye 
mistake  me  for  a  polar  bear?"  cried  Tommy,  on 
being  put  down ;  "  wot  a  hug,  to  be  sure  !  Lucky 
for  me  that  my  timbers  ain't  easy  stove  in.  Wot 
d'ye  mean  by  it  ?" 

Bax  laughed,  and  patted  Tommy's  head.  "No- 
thin',  lad,  only  I  feel  as  if  I  should  ha'  bin  your 
mother." 

"Well,  I  won't  say  ye're  far  out,"  rejoined  the 
boy,  waggishly,  "  for  I  do  think  you're  becomin'  an 
old  wife.  But,  I  say,  what  can  be  wrong  with  Guy 
Foster  ?  He  came  back  to  the  cottage  a  short  while 
ago  lookiii'  quite  glum,  and  shut  himself  up  in  his 
room,  and  he  won't  say  what's  wrong,  so  I  come 
down  here  to  look  for  you,  for  I  knew  I'd  find  ye 
with  old  Jeph  or  Bluenose." 

"  Ye're  too  inquisitive,"  said  Bax,  drawing  Tommy 
towards  him,  and  sitting  down  on  a  chair,  so  that 
the  boy's  face  might  be  on  a  level  with  his.  "  No 
doubt  Guy  will  explain  it  to  you  in  the  morning. 
I  say,  Tommy,  I  have  sometimes  wondered  whether  I 
could  depend  on  the  friendship  which  you  so  often 
profess  for  me." 

The  boy's  face  flushed,  and  he  looked  for  a  moment 
really  hurt. 

"Tutts,  Tommy,  you're  gettin'  thin-skinned.  I 
do  but  jest." 

"  Well,  jest  or  no  jest,"  said  the  boy,  not  half 
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pleased,  "you  know  very  well  that  nothing  could 
ever  make  me  turn  my  back  on  you" 

"  Are  you  sure  ? "  said  Bax,  smiling.  "  Suppose, 
now,  that  I  was  to  do  something  very  bad  to  you, 
something  unkind,  or  that  looked  unkind — what 
then?" 

"  In  the  first  place  you  couldn't  do  that,  and,  in 
the  second  place,  if  you  did  I'd  like  you  just  as  well" 

"Ay,  but  suppose,"  continued  Bax,  in  a  jocular 
strain,  "  that  what  I  did  was  very  bad." 

"  Well,  let's  hear  what  you  call  very  bad." 

Bax  paused  as  if  to  consider,  then  he  said : 
"  Suppose,  now,  that  I  were  to  go  off  suddenly  to 
some  far  part  of  the  world  for  many  years  without 
so  much  as  saying  good-bye  to  ye,  what  would  you 
think?" 

M  I'd  find  out  where  you  had  gone  to,  and  follow 
you,  aad  pitch  into  you  when  I  found  you,"  said 
Tommy  stoutly. 

"  Ay,  but  I  did  not  ask  what  you'd  do ;  I  asked 
what  you'd  think?" 

"Why,  I  would  think  something  had  happened 
to  prevent  you  lettin'  me  know,  but  I'd  never  think 
HI  of  you,"  replied  Tommy. 

"  I  believe  you,  boy,"  said  Bax,  earnestly.  "  But 
come,  enough  o'  this  idle  talk.  I  want  you  to  go 
up  to  the  cottage  with  a  message  to  Guy.  Tell  Tn'm 
not  to  speak  to  any  one  to-night  or  to-morrow  about 
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what  I  said  to  him  when  we  were  walking  on  the 
sandhills ;  and  be  off,  lad,  as  fast  as  you  can,  lest 
he  should  let  it  out  before  you  get  there." 

"  Anything  to  do  with  smugglers  ?"  inquired  the 
boy,  with  a  knowing  look,  as  they  stood  outside  the 
door. 

*  Why,  n-no,  not  exactly." 

"  Well,  good-night,  Bax ;  good-night,  old  Jeph." 

Tommy  departed,  and  the  two  men  stood  alone. 

"  God  bless  the  lad.  You'll  be  kind  to  him,  Jeph, 
when  I'm  away?" 

"  Trust  me,  Bax,"  said  the  old  man,  grasping  his 
friend's  hand." 

Without  another  word,  Bax  turned  on  his  heel, 
and  his  tall,  stalwart  figure  was  quickly  lost  to  view 
in  the  dark  shadows  of  the  night. 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

TOMMY  BOOST  FORMS  A  MIGHTY  RBSOLVB,  AM)  MR.  DSNHAM, 
PERPLEXED,  BECOMES  LIBERAL. 

WHEN  Tommy  Bogey  discovered  the  terrible  fact 
that  his  friend  Bax  had  really  gone  from  him,  per- 
haps for  ever,  he  went  straight  up  to  the  cottage,  sat 
down  on  the  kitchen  floor  at  the  feet  of  Mrs.  Laker, 
laid  his  head  on  her  lap,  and  wept  as  if  his  heart 
would  break. 

"My  poor  boy!"  said  the  sympathizing  Laker, 
stroking  his  head,  and  endeavouring  to  comfort  h"n 
more  by  tone  and  manner  than  by  words. 

But  Tommy  refused  to  be  comforted.  The  strongest 
affection  he  had  ever  known  was  rudely  and  suddenly 
crushed.  It  was  hard  in  Bax  to  have  done  it ;  so 
Tommy  felt,  though  he  would  not  admit  it  in  so 
many  words.  So  Bax  himself  felt  when  the  first 
wild  rush  of  sorrow  was  past,  and  he  had  leisure  to 
consider  the  hasty  step  he  had  taken,  while  sailing 
away  over  the  distant  sea  towards  the  antipodes. 
Bitterly  did  he  blame  himself  and  repent  when  re- 
pentance was  of  no  avail. 
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Tommy's  grief  was  deep,  but  not  loud.  He  did 
not  express  it  with  a  howling  accompaniment.  It 
burst  from  him  in  gasping  sobs  for  a  time,  then  it 
subsided  into  the  recesses  of  his  young  heart  and 
gnawed  there.  It  did  not  again  break  bounds,  but 
it  somewhat  changed  the  boy's  character.  It  made 
him  almost  a  man  in  thought  and  action.  He  ex- 
perienced that  strong  emotion  which  is  known  to 
most  young  hearts  at  certain  periods  of  early  life, 
and  which  shows  itself  in  the  formation  of  a  fixed 
resolve  to  take  some  prompt  and  mighty  step ! 
What  that  step  should  be  he  did  not  know  at  first, 
and  did  not  care  to  know.  Sufficient  for  him,  that 
coming  to  an  unalterable  determination  of  some  in- 
definite sort  afforded  him  great  relief ! 

After  the  first  paroxysm  was  over,  Tommy  rose 
up,  kissed  Mrs.  Laker  on  the  cheek,  bade  her  good- 
night with  unwonted  decision  of  manner,  and  went 
straight  to  the  amphibious  hut  of  his  friend  Blue- 
nose,  whom  he  found  taking  a  one-eyed  survey  of 
the  Downs  through  a  telescope,  from  mere  force 
of  habit 

The  Captain's  name  was  more  appropriate  that 
day  than  it  had  been  for  many  years.  He  was  look- 
ing uncommonly  "  blue"  indeed.  He  had  just  heard 
of  the  disappearance  of  Bax,  for  the  news  soon 
spread  among  the  men  on  Deal  beach.  Being  igno- 
rant of  the  cause  of  his  Mend's  sudden  departure,  and 
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knowing  his  deliberate,  sensible  nature,  the  whole 
subject  was  involved  in  a  degree  of  mystery  which 
his  philosophy  utterly  failed  to  clear  up.  Being  a 
bachelor,  and  never  having  been  in  love,  or  met  with 
any  striking  incidents  of  a  tender  nature  in  his 
career,  it  did  not  occur  to  him  that  woman  could  be 
at  the  bottom  of  it ! 

"  Uncle,"  said  Tommy,  "  Bax  is  gone  !" 

"  Tommy,  I  knows  it,"  was  the  brief  reply,  and  the 
telescope  was  shut  up  with  a  bang,  as  the  seaman 
sat  down  on  a  little  chest,  and  stared  vacantly  in  the 
boy's  face. 

"  Why  did  he  do  it  ?"  asked  Tommy. 

"  Dun*  know.  Who  knows  ?  S'pose  he  must  ha' 
gone  mad,  though  it  don't  seem  likely.  If  it  wasn't 
Guy  as  told  me  I'd  not  believe  it." 

"Does  Guy  not  know  why  he's  gone?" 

"  Apperiently  he  does,  but  he  says  he's  bound  not 
to  tell  Hope  Bax  han't  bin  and  done  somethin' 
not  'xactly  right — " 

"  Bax  do  anything  not  exactly  right !"  cried  Tommy, 
with  a  look  and  tone  of  amazed  indignation. 

"Right,  lad,  you're  right,"  said  Bluenose  apolo- 
getically. "  I've  no  doubt  myself  he  could  explain 
it  all  quite  clear  if  he  wos  here  for  to  do  so.  That's 
my  opinion;  and  I've  no  doubt  either  that  the  first 
letter  he  sends  home  will  make  all  straight  an'  snug, 
depend  on  it" 

R 
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w  Uncle,"  said  Tommy,  "Jam  going  to  Australia." 

Bluenose,  who  had  just  lighted  his  pipe,  looked  at 
the  boy  through  the  smoke,  smiled,  and  said,  "  No, 
Tommy,  you  ain't" 

"  Uncle,"  repeated  Tommy,  "  I  am.  I  once  heard 
Bax  say  he'd  rather  go  there  than  anywhere  else,  if 
he  was  to  go  abroad ;  so  I'm  certain  he  has  gone 
there,  and  I'm  going  to  seek  for  him." 

*  "Wery  good,  my  lad,"  said  the  Captain  coolly  ; 
d'ye  go  by  steamer  to-night,  or  by  rail  to-morrow 
mornin'  ?  P'raps  you'd  better  go  by  telegraph ;  it's 
quicker,  I'm  told." 

"You  think  I'm  jokin',  uncle,  but  I'm  not,  as 
you'll  very  soon  find  out." 

So  saying,  Tommy  rose  and  left  the  hut.  This 
was  all  he  said  on  the  subject  He  was  a  strong- 
minded  little  fellow.  He  at  once  assumed  the  posi- 
tion of  an  independent  man,  and  merely  stated  his 
intentions  to  one  or  two  intimate  friends,  such  as 
Bluenose,  Laker,  and  old  Jeph.  As  these  regarded 
his  statement  as  the  wild  fancy  of  an  enthusiastic 
boy  in  the  first  gush  of  disappointment,  they  treated 
it  with  good-natured  raillery.  So  Tommy  resolved, 
as  he  would  have  himself  expressed  it,  "  to  shut  up, 
and  keep  his  own  counsel." 

When  Guy  told  Lucy  Burton  that  the  man  who 
had  saved  her  life  had  gone  off  thus  suddenly,  she 
burst  into  tears ;  but  her  tears  had  not  flowed  long 
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before  she  asked  Guy  the  reason  of  hia  strange  and 
abrupt  departure. 

Of  course  Guy  could  not  tell.  He  had  been 
pledged  to  secresy  as  to  the  cause. 

When  Lucy  Burton  went  to  tell  Amy  Eussel,  she 
did  so  with  a  trembling  heart  For  some  time  past 
she  had  suspected  that  Amy  loved  Bax  and  not 
Guy,  as  she  had  at  first  mistakenly  supposed. 
Knowing  that  if  her  suspicions  were  true,  the  news 
would  be  terrible  indeed  to  her  friend,  she  con- 
siderately went  to  her  room  and  told  her  privately. 

Amy  turned  deadly  pale,  stood  speechless  for  a 
few  seconds,  and  then  fainted  in  her  friend's  arms. 

On  recovering  she  confessed  her  love,  but  made 
Lucy  solemnly  pledge  herself  to  secresy. 

"No  one  shall  ever  know  of  this  but  yourself, 
dear  Lucy,"  said  Amy,  laying  her  head  on  her 
friend's  bosom,  and  finding  relief  in  tears. 

Time  passed  away,  as  time  is  wont  to  do,  and  it 
seemed  as  if  Tommy  Bogey  had  forgotten  to  carry 
out  his  determination.  From  that  day  forward  he 
never  referred  to  it,  and  the  few  friends  to  whom 
he  had  mentioned  it  supposed  that  he  had  given  up 
the  idea  altogether  as  impracticable 

They  did  not  know  the  mettle  that  Tommy  was 
made  o£  After  maturely  considering  the  matter, 
he  had  made  up  his  mind  to  delay  carrying  out  his 
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plan  until  Bax  should  have  time  to  write  home  and 
acquaint  him  with  his  whereabouts.  Meanwhile, 
he  would  set  himself  to  make  and  save  up  money 
by  every  means  in  his  power,  for  he  had  sense 
enough  to  know  that  a  moneyless  traveller  must 
be  a  helpless  creature. 

Peekins  was  permanently  received  into  Sandhill 
cottage  as  page-in-buttons,  in  which  capacity  he 
presented  a  miserably  attenuated  figure,  but  gave 
great  satisfaction.  Tommy  and  he  continued  good 
friends ;  the  former  devoting  as  much  of  his  leisure 
time  to  the  latter  as  he  could  spare.  He  had  not 
much  to  spare,  however,  for  he  had,  among  other 
things,  set  himself  energetically  to  the  study  of 
arithmetic  and  navigation  under  the  united  guidance 
of  old  Jeph  and  Bluenose. 

Lucy  Burton  paid  a  long  visit  to  Mrs.  Foster,  and 
roamed  over  the  Sandhills  day  after  day  with  her 
friend  Amy,  until  her  father,  the  missionary,  came 
and  claimed  her  and  carried  her  back  to  Ramsgate. 
During  Lucy's  stay,  Guy  Foster  remained  at  the 
cottage,  busily  engaged  in  various  ways,  but  espe- 
cially in  making  himself  agreeable  to  Lucy,  in  which 
effort  he  seemed  to  be  very  successful 

When  the  latter  left,  he  suddenly  discovered  that 
he  was  wasting  his  time  sadly,  and  told  his  mother 
that  he  meant  to  look  out  for  something  to  do. 
With  this  end  in  view  he  set  out  for  London,  that 


THE  LOTEBOAf.  261 

mighty  hive  of  industry  and  idleness  into  which 
there  is  a  ceaseless  flow  of  men  who  "  want  some- 
thing to  do,"  and  of  men  who  "  don't  know  what 
to  do." 

And  what  of  Denham,  Crumps,  and  Co.  during 
this  period  ? 

The  rats  in  and  around  Eed  Wharf  Lane  could 
have  told  you,  had  they  been  able  to  speak,  that 
things  prospered  with  that  firm.  These  jovial  crea- 
tures, that  revelled  so  luxuriously  in  the  slime  and 
mud  and  miscellaneous  abominations  of  that  locality, 
could  have  told  you  that,  every  morning  regularly, 
they  were  caught  rioting  in  the  lane  and  sent 
squealing  out  of  it,  by  a  boy  in  blue  (the  successor 
of  poor  Peekins)  who  opened  the  office  and  prepared 
it  for  the  business  of  the  day ;  that  about  half  an 
hour  later  they,  the  rats,  were  again  disturbed  by 
the  arrival  of  the  head- clerk,  closely  followed  by  the 
juniors,  who  were  almost  as  closely  followed  by 
Crumps — he  being  a  timid  old  man  who  stood  in 
awe  of  his  senior  partner ;  that,  after  this,  they  had 
a  good  long  period  of  comparative  quiet,  during 
which  they  held  a  riotous  game  of  hide-and-seek 
across  the  lane  and  down  among  sewers  and  dust 
holes,  and  delightfully  noisome  and  fetid  places 
of  a  similar  character ;  interrupted  at  irregular  in- 
tervals by  a  vagrant  street  boy,  or  a  daring  cat,  or 
an  inquisitive  cur ;  that  this  game  was  stopped  at 
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about  ten  o'clock  by  the  advent  of  Mr.  Denliam, 
who  generally  gave  them,  the  rats,  a  smile  of  recog- 
nition as  he  passed  to  his  office,  concluding,  no 
doubt,  by  a  natural  process  of  ratiocination,  that  they 
were  kindred  spirits,  because  they  delighted  in  bad 
smells  and  filthy  garbage,  just  as  he  (Denham)  re- 
joiced in  Thames  air  and  filthy  lucre. 

One  fine  morning,  speaking  from  a  rat's  point  of 
view,  when  the  air  was  so  thick  and  heavy  and 
moist  that  it  was  difficult  to  see  more  than  a  few 
yards  in  any  direction,  Denham  came  down  the  lane 
about  half-an-hour  later  than  usual,  with  a  brisk 
step  and  an  unusually  smiling  countenance. 

Peekins"  successor  relieved  him  of  his  hat,  top- 
coat, and  umbrella,  and  one  of  the  clerks  brought 
him  the  letters.    Before  opening  these  he  shouted — 
"  Mr.  Crumps !" 

Crumps  came  meekly  out  of  his  cell,  as  if  he  had 
been  a  bad  dog  who  knew  he  deserved,  and  ex- 
pected, a  whipping. 

"  Nothing  wrong  I  trust,"  he  said  anxiously. 
"  No ;  on  the  contrary,  everything  right,  Crumps' 
old  face  brightened,  I've  succeeded  in  getting  that 
ship  at  what  I  call  a  real  bargain — £500  less  than 
I  had  anticipated  and  was  prepared  to  give.  (Crumps 
rubbed  his  hands.)  Now,  I  mean  to  send  this  ship 
out  to  Australia,  with  a  miscellaneous  cargo,  as 
•oon  as  she  can  be  got  ready  for  sea.  The  gold 
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fever  is  at  its  height  just  now,  and  it  strikes  me 
that,  with  a  little  judgment  and  prudence,  a  good 
thing  may  be  made  out  there.  At  any  rate,  I  mean 
to  venture ;  for  our  speculations  last  year  have,  as 
you  know,  turned  out  well,  with  the  exception  of 
that  unfortunate  '  Trident,'  and  we  are  sufficiently 
in  funds  just  at  this  time  to  afford  to  run  consider- 
able risk." 

Crumps  expressed  great  satisfaction,  and  agreed 
with  all  that  Denham  said.  He  also  asked  what 
the  name  of  the  new  ship  was  to  be. 

"  The  '  Trident,'"  said  Mr.  Denham. 

"  What !  the  name  of  the  ship  we  lost  in  St. 
Margaret's  Bay  ?"  exclaimed  Crumps,  in  surprise. 

"  I  thought  you  knew  the  name  of  the  ship  we 
lost  in  St.  Margaret's  Bay,"  said  Denham  sarcasti- 
cally. 

"  Of  course,  of  course,"  replied  Crumps,  in  some 
confusion,  "  but  I  mean — that  is,  don't  you  think  it 
looks  like  flying  in  the  face  of  Providence  to  give 
it  the  same  name  ?" 

"  Mr.  Crumps,''  said  Denham,  with  an  air  of  digni- 
fied reproof,  "  it  is  most  unnatural,  most  uncalled  for, 
to  talk  of  Providence  in  connexion  with  business. 
It  is  a  word,  sir,  that  may  be  appropriately  used  on 
Sundays  and  in  churches,  but  not  in  offices,  and  I 
beg  that  you  will  not  again  allude  to  it.  There  is 
no  such  thing,  sir,  as  Providence  in  business  mat- 
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ters  —  at  least  such  is  my  opinion  ;  and  I  say  this  in 
order  that  you  may  understand  that  any  remarks  of 
that  kind  are  quite  thrown  away  on  ma  I  am  a 
plain  practical  man  of  business,  Mr.  Crumps  ;  once 
for  all,  allow  me  to  say  that  I  object  to  the  very  un- 
business-like  remarks  of  a  theological  nature  which 
you  are  sometimes  pleased  to  introduce  into  our 
conversations.  I  again  repeat  that  there  is  no  such 
thing  as  Providence  in  business,  —  at  all  events,  not 
in  my  business." 

"  I  will  not  again  offend  you,"  said  poor  Crumps, 
who  stood  looking  confused  and  moving  his  legs  un- 
easily during  the  delivery  of  this  oration,  "  but  as 
you  have  condescended  to  argue  the  matter  slightly, 
may  I  venture  to  hint  that  our  ships  are  propelled 
chiefly  by  means  of  sails,  and  that  the  winds  are  in 
the  hands  of  Providence." 

"  There,  sir,  I  utterly  disagree  with  you,"  retorted 
Denham,  "  the  winds  are  guided  in  their  courses  by 
the  fixed  laws  of  Nature,  and  cannot  be  altered  or 
modified  by  the  wishes  or  powers  of  man  ;  therefore, 
it  is  quite  unnecessary,  because  useless,  to  regard 
them  in  matters  of  business.  I  am  utterly  devoid, 
sir,  of  superstition  ;  and  it  is  partly  in  order  to  make 
this  clear  to  all  with  whom  I  have  to  do,  that  I  in- 
tend to  name  our  new  ship  the  '  Trident,'  and  to  order 
her  to  sail  on  a  Friday." 

As  Mr.  Denham  accompanied  his  last  word  with 
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an  inclination  of  the  head  which  was  equivalent 
to  a  dismissal,  Mr.  Crumps  sighed  and  retired  to 
his  den.  His  practical  and  unsuperstitious  partner 
opened  and  read  the  letters. 

While  Denham  was  thus  engaged  a  tap  came  to 
the  door,  and  old  Mr.  Summers  entered  the  room. 

"  Ah !  Summers,  glad  to  see  you,  how  are  you  ?" 
said  Denham,  somewhat  heartily— /or  him. 

"Thank  you,  Denham,  I'm  well,"  replied  the 
benign  old  gentleman  with  a  smile,  as  he  fixed  a 
pair  of  gold  spectacles  on  his  nose,  and  sat  down  in 
a  most  business-like  way  to  examine  a  bundle  of 
papers  which  he  pulled  out  of  his  coat-pocket 

Mr.  Summers  was  a  very  old  friend  of  Denham, 
and  had  been  the  friend  of  his  father  before  him ; 
but  that  was  not  the  reason  of  Denham's  regard  for 
him.  The  old  gentleman  happened  to  be  a  mer- 
chant in  the  city,  with  whom  Denham,  Crumps,  and 
Co.  did  extensive  and  advantageous  business.  This 
was  the  cause  of  Denham's  unwonted  urbanity. 
He  cared  little  for  the  old  man's  friendship.  In 
fact,  he  would  have  dispensed  with  it  without  much 
regret,  for  he  was  sometimes  pressed  to  contribute 
to  charities  by  his  philanthropic  friend. 

"  See,  I  have  settled  that  matter  for  you  satisfac- 
torily," said  Mr.  Summers ;  "  there  are  the  papers, 
«-hich  you  can  look  over  at  your  leisure." 

*  Thank  you,  Mr.   Summers,"  said  Denham  im- 
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pressively,  *  this  is  indeed  very  kind  of  you.  But  for 
your  interference  in  this  affair  I  am  convinced  that 
I  should  have  lost  a  thousand  pounds,  if  not  more." 

"Indeed!"  exclaimed  the  old  gentleman  with  a 
bright  smile,  *  come,  I'm  glad  to  hear  you  say  so, 
and  it  makes  my  second  errand  all  the  more  easy." 

"And  what  may  your  second  errand  be?"  said 
Denham,  with  a  sudden  gravity  of  countenance 
which  showed  that  he  more  than  suspected  it. 

"  Well,  the  fact  is,"  began  Summers,  "  it's  a  little 
matter  of  begging  that  I  have  undertaken  for  the 
purpose  of  raising  funds  to  establish  one  or  two  life- 
boats on  parts  of  our  coast  where  they  are  very  much 
needed.  (Denham  fidgeted  in  his  chair.)  You  know 
I  have  a  villa  near  Deal,  and  frequently  witness 
the  terrible  scenes  of  shipwreck  that  are  so  common 
and  so  fatal  on  that  coast  I  am  sorry  to  say  that 
my  begging  expedition  has  not  been  attended  with 
so  much  success  as  I  had  anticipated.  It  is  not  such 
agreeable  work  as  one  might  suppose,  I  assure  you, 
one  gets  so  many  unexpected  rebuffs.  Did  you  ever 
try  begging,  Denham  t" 

Denham  said  he  never  had,  and,  unless  reduced 
to  it  by  circumstances,  did  not  mean  to  do  so  ! 

*  Ah,"  continued  Mr.  Summers,  "  if  you  ever  do 
try  you'll  be  surprised  to  find  how  difficult  it  is  to 
screw  money  out  of  some  people."  (Mr.  Denham 
thought  that  that  difficulty  would  not  surprise  him 
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at  all)  "  But  you'll  be  delighted  to  find,  on  the 
other  hand,  what  a  number  of  truly  liberal  souls 
there  are.  It's  quite  a  treat,  for  instance,  to  meet 
with  a  man, — as  I  did  the  other  day, — who  gives  his 
charity  in  the  light  of  such  principles  as  these : — 
'  The  Lord  loveth  a  cheerful  giver ;'  'It  is  more 
blessed  to  give  than  to  receive  ;'  '  He  that  giveth  to 
the  poor  lendeth  to  the  Lord/ — one  who  lays  aside  a 
certain  proportion  of  his  income  for  charitable  pur- 
poses, and  who,  therefore,  knowing  exactly  how  much 
he  has  to  give  at  any  moment,  gives  or  refuses,  as  the 
case  may  be,  promptly  and  with  a  good  grace." 

"  Ha  !"  exclaimed  Denham,  whose  soul  abhorred 
this  sort  of  talk,  but  whose  self-interest  compelled 
hi™  to  listen  to  it. 

"  Eeally,"  pursued  Mr.  Summers,  "  it  is  quite  in- 
teresting to  study  the  outs  and  ins  of  Christian 
philanthropy.  Have  you  ever  given  much  attention 
to  the  subject,  Mr.  Denham  ?  Of  course,  I  mean  in 
a  philosophical  way." 

"  Ha,  a-hem !  well,  I  cannot  say  that  I  have, 
except  perhaps  in  my  capacity  of  a  poor-law  guar- 
dian in  this  district  of  the  city." 

"  Indeed,  I  would  recommend  it  to  you.  It  is 
quite  a  relief  to  men  of  business  like  you  and  me, 
who  are  necessarily  swallowed  up  all  day  in  the 
matter  of  making  money,  to  have  the  mind  occasion- 
ally directed  to  the  consideration  of  the  best  methods 
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of  getting  rid  of  a  little  of  their  superabundance.  It 
would  do  them  a  world  of  good — I  can  safely  say  so 
from  experience — to  consider  snch  matters.  I  dare- 
say that  you  also  know  something  of  this  from  ex- 
perience." 

"Ha!"  ejaculated  Mr.  Denham,  who  felt  himself 
getting  internally  warm,  but  was  constrained  (of 
course  from  disinterested  motives)  to  keep  cool  and 
appear  amiable. 

"  But  forgive  my  taking  up  so  much  of  your  time, 
my  dear  sir,"  said  Mr.  Summers,  rising ;  "  what 
shall  I  put  you  down  for  ?" 

Denham  groaned  inaudibly  and  said,  "Well,  I've 
no  objection  to  give  twenty  pounds." 

"  How  much  ?"  said  the  old  gentleman,  as  though 
he  had  heard  imperfectly,  at  the  same  time  pulling 
out  a  note-book. 

There  was  a  slight  peculiarity  in  the  tone  of  the 
question  that  induced  Denham  to  say  he  would 
give  fifty  pounds. 

"  Ah !  fifty,"  said  Summers,  preparing  to  write, 
"thank  you,  Mr.  Denham  (here  he  looked  up 
gravely,  and  added),  the  subject,  however,  is  one 
which  deserves  liberal  consideration  at  the  hands 
of  society  in  general ;  especially  of  diip-ownert. 
Shall  we  say  a  hundred,  my  dear  sir?" 

Denham  was  about  to  plead  poverty,  but  recollect- 
ing that  he  had  just  admitted  that  his  friend  had 
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been  the  means  of  saving  a  thousand  pounds  to  the 
business,  he  said,  "  Well,  let  it  be  a  hundred,"  with 
the  best  grace  he  could. 

"Thank  you,  Mr.  Denham,  a  thousand  thanks," 
said  the  old  gentleman  shaking  his  friend's  hand, 
and  quitting  the  room  with  the  active  step  of  a  man 
who  had  much  more  business  to  do  that  day  before 
dinner. 

Mr.  Denham  returned  to  the  perusal  of  his  letters 
with  the  feelings  of  a  man  who  has  come  by  a  heavy 
loss.  Yet,  strange  to  say,  he  comforted  himself  on 
his  way  home  that  evening  with  the  thought  that, 
after  all,  he  had  done  a  liberal  thing !  that  he  had 
"  given  away  a  hundred  pounds  sterling  in  charity." 

Given  it !  Poor  Denham  !  he  did  not  know  that, 
up  to  that  period,  he  had  never  given  away  a  single 
farthing  of  his  wealth  in  the  true  spirit  of  liberality 
— although  he  had  given  much  in  the  name  of  charity. 
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OHAPTEE  XVII 

JCABK  DEEDS  ABB  DONB  UPON  THE  SKA— TOMKT  BOUB7  19 
GREAT  DANGER. 

"  WELL,  Bluenose,  hoo  d'ye  find  yerself  to-day  ?" 
inquired  Supple  Eodger  one  fine  morning,  as  the 
Captain  sauntered  slowly  along  the  beach  in  front  of 
his  hut,  with  his  hands  deep  in  the  pockets  of  his 
pilot-coat. 

"  Thankee,  I  amongst  the  middlings.  How's  yer- 
self?" 

"  I  like  myself,"  said  Bodgers ;  "  how's  old  Jeph  ?" 

"Bather  or'nary;  but  I  dessay  he'll  come  all 
square  after  a  day  or  two  in  dock,"  answered  the 
Captain ;  "  I  left  him  shored  up  in  bed  with  bolsters." 

"So  Tommy's  slipped  his  cable,  I'm  told?"  said 
Bodgers  interrogatively. 

"  Ay,  he's  off,  an'  no  mistake.  I  thought  he  was 
jokin',  for  I  heard  him  talk  o'  goin'  after  Bax 
some  time  past,  but  nothin'  more  came  of  it  till 
yesterday,  when  he  comes  to  me  and  bids  me 
good  day,  and  then  off  like  a  galley  after  a  French 
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smuggler.  It's  o*  no  use  tryin'  to  catch  him.  That 
boyTl  make  hia  way  and  have  his  will  somehow, 
whether  we  let  hi™  or  no.  Ay,  ay,"  said  Bluenose, 
lighting  his  pipe  with  a  heavy  sigh,  "  Tommy 
Bogey's  gone  for  good." 

This  was  the  last  that  was  heard  of  poor  Tommy 
for  many  a  long  day  on  the  beach  of  DeaL  But  as 
there  is  no  good  reason  why  the  reader  should  be 
kept  in  the  dark  regarding  his  movements,  we  shall 
follow  him  on  the  rugged  path  he  had  selected,  and 
leave  the  men  of  Deal  to  wonder  for  a  time,  and 
talk,  and  then  forget  "him. 

Having  waited  as  long  as  his  patience  could  hold 
out,  and  no  letter  having  come  from  Bax,  Tommy 
at  last  prepared  to  carry  out  his  plan.  By  dint  of 
hard  labour  among  the  boats  at  any  odd  jobs  that 
people  would  give  him,  and  running  messages,  and 
making  himself  generally  useful  to  the  numerous 
strangers  who  visited  that  fine  and  interesting  part 
of  the  coast,  he  had  scraped  together  a  few  pounda 
By  persevering  study  at  nights  he  had  acquired 
a  fair  knowledge  of  figures  and  a  smattering  of 
navigation.  Thus  equipped  in  mind  and  purse  he 
went  off  to  seek  his  fortune. 

His  intention  was,  in  the  first  place,  to  go  to 
London  and  visit  the  "  Three  Jolly  Tars,"  where,  he 
doubted  not,  every  possible  and  conceivable  sort  of 
information  in  regard  to  shipping  could  be  obtained. 
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There  chanced  at  the  time  to  be  a  certain  small 
collier  lying  in  the  Downs,  awaiting  a  fair  wind  to 
carry  her  into  the  port  of  London.  This  collier  (a 
schooner)  was  named  the  "  Butterfly,"  perhaps  be- 
cause the  owner  had  a  hazy  idea  that  there  was 
some  resemblance  between  an  insect  flitting  about 
from  flower  to  flower  and  a  vessel  sailing  from  port 
to  port !  Black  as  a  chimney  from  keelson  to  truck, 
she  was  as  like  to  a  butterfly  as  a  lady's  hand  is  to 
a  monkey's  paw. 

The  skipper  of  the  "Butterfly"  was  a  friend  of 
Bluenose,  and  knew  Tommy.  He  at  once  agreed  to 
give  him  a  passage  to  London,  and  never  thought  of 
asking  questions. 

Soon  after  the  boy  went  aboard  the  wind  changed 
to  the  south-west ;  the  "  Butterfly"  spread  her  black 
wings,  bore  away  to  the  nor*ard,  and  doubled  the 
North  Foreland,  where  she  was  becalmed,  and  left 
to  drift  with  the  tide  just  as  night  was  closing  in. 

"I'm  tired,  Jager"  (this  was  the  skipper's  name) ; 
"I'll  go  below  and.  take  a  snooze,"  said  Tommy, 
"  for  I've  lots  o*  work  before  me  to-morrow." 

So  Tommy  went  below  and  fell  asleep.  The  three 
men  who  formed  the  crew  of  this  dingy  craft  lay 
down  on  the  deck,  the  night  being  fine,  and  also  fell 
asleep,  Jager  being  at  the  helm. 

Now  Jager  was  one  of  those  careless,  easy-going, 
reckless  seamen,  who,  by  their  folly,  ignorance,  and 
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intemperance  are  constantly  bringing  themselves  to 
the  verge  of  destruction. 

He  sat  near  the  tiller  gazing  up  at  the  stars 
dreamily  for  some  time ;  then  he  looked  round  the 
horizon,  then  glanced  at  the  compass  and  up  at  the 
sails,  which  hung  idly  from  the  yards,  after  which 
he  began  to  mutter  to  himself  in  low  grumbling 
tones — 

"  Goin'  to  blow  from  the  nor'ard.  Ay,  allers  blows 
the  way  I  don't  want  it  to.  Driftin'  to  the  south- 
ward too.  If  this  lasts  we'll  drift  on  the  Sands. 
Comfr'able  to  think  on,  that  is.  Come,  Jager,  don't 
you  go  for  to  git  into  the  blues.  Keep  up  yer 
sperits,  old  boy !" 

Acting  on  his  own  suggestion,  the  skipper  rose 
and  went  below  to  a  private  locker,  in  which  he 
kept  a  supply  of  rum, — his  favourite  beverage.  He 
passed  Tommy  Bogey  on  the  way.  Observing  that 
the  boy  was  sleeping  soundly,  he  stopped  in  front  of 
him  and  gazed  long  into  his  face  with  that  particu- 
larly stupid  expression  which  is  common  to  men 
who  are  always  more  or  less  tipsy. 

"  Sleep  away,  my  lad,  it'll  do  ye  good." 

Accompanying  this  piece  of  unnecessary  advice 
with  a  sagacious  nod  of  the  head,  the  skipper  stag- 
gered on  and  possessed  himself  of  a  case-bottle  about 
three-quarters  full  of  rum,  with  which  he  returned 
to  the  deck  and  began  to  drink. 

8 
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While  he  was  thus  employed,  a  breeze  sprang  up 
from  the  north-east. 

*  Ease  off  the  sheets  there,  you  lubbers  !*'  shouted 
the  drunken  man,  as  he  seized  the  tiller  and  looked 
at  the  compass.  "  What !  sleeping  again,  Bunks  ? 
I'll  rouse  ye,  I  will" 

With  that,  in  a  burst  of  anger,  he  rushed  forward 
and  gave  one  of  the  sleepers  a  severe  kick  in  the 
ribs.  Bunks  rose  sulkily,  and  with  a  terrible  impre- 
cation advised  the  skipper  "not  to  try  that  again ;" 
to  which  the  skipper  retorted,  that  if  his  orders  were 
not  obeyed  more  sharply,  he  would  not  only  try  it 
again,  but  he  would  "  chuck  him  overboard  besides." 

Having  applied  a  rope's-end  to  the  shoulders  of 
one  of  the  other  sleepers,  he  repeated  his  orders  to 
ease  off  the  sheets,  as  the  wind  was  fair,  and  stag- 
gered back  to  his  place  at  the  helm. 

"  Why,  I  do  believe  it  is  a  sou'-wester,"  he  mut- 
tered to  himself,  attempting  in  vain  to  read  the 
compass. 

It  was  in  reality  north-east,  but  Jager's  intellects 
were  muddled;  he  made  it  out  to  be  south-west 
and  steered  accordingly,  almost  straight  before  it. 
The  three  men  who  formed  the  crew  of  the  little 
vessel  were  BO  angry  at  the  treatment  they  had  re- 
ceived, that  they  neither  cared  nor  knew  how  the 
ship's  head  lay.  A  thick  mist  came  down  about  the 
same  time,  and  veiled  the  lights  which  would  other- 
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wise  have  soon  revealed  the  fact  that  the  skipper 
had  made  a  mistake. 

"  Why,  wot  on  airth  ails  the  compass  ?"  muttered 
Jager,  bending  forward  intently  to  gaze  at  the  in- 
strument, which,  to  his  eye,  seemed  to  point  in  all 
directions  at  once ;  "  come,  111  have  another  pull  at 
the  b — bottle  to  steady  me." 

He  grasped  the  bottle  to  carry  out  this  intention, 
but  in  doing  so  thrust  the  helm  down  inadvertently. 
The  schooner  came  up  to  the  wind  at  once,  and 
as  the  wind  had  freshened  to  a  stiff  breeze  and 
a  great  deal  of  canvas  was  set,  she  heeled  vio- 
lently over  to  starboard.  The  skipper  was  pitched 
into  the  lee  scuppers,  and  the  case-bottle  of  nun 
was  shivered  to  atoms  before  he  had  time  to  taste 
a  drop. 

"  Mind  your  helm !"  roared  Bunks  savagely. 
"  D'ye  want  to  send  us  to  the  bottom  ?" 

The  man  sprang  to  the  helm,  and  accompanied 
his  remark  with  several  fierce  oaths  which  need  not 
be  repeated,  but  which  had  the  effect  of  rousing 
Jager's  anger  to  such  a  pitch,  that  he  jumped  up 
and  hit  the  sailor  a  heavy  blow  on  the  face. 

"I'll  stop  your  swearin',  I  will,"  he  cried,  pre- 
paring to  repeat  the  blow,  but  the  man  stepped 
aside  and  walked  forward,  leaving  his  commander 
alone  on  the  quarter-deck. 

Bunks,  who  was  a  small  but  active  man,  was  a 
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favourite  with  the  other  two  men  who  constituted 
the  crew  of  the  "  Butterfly,"  and  both  of  whom  were 
strong-limbed  fellows.  Their  anger  at  seeing  him 
treated  thus  savagely  knew  no  bounds.  They  had 
long  been  at  deadly  feud  with  Jager.  One  of  them, 
especially  (a  tall  dark  big-whiskered  man  named 
Job),  had  more  than  once  said  to  his  comrades  that 
he  would  be  the  death  of  the  skipper  yet.  Bunks 
usually  shook  his  head  when  he  heard  these  threats, 
and  said,  "It  wouldn't  pay,  unless  he  wanted  to 
dance  a  hornpipe  on  nothing,"  which  was  a  delicate 
reference  to  being  hung. 

When  the  two  men  saw  Bunks  come  forward  with 
blood  streaming  from  his  mouth,  they  looked  at 
each  other  and  swore  a  tremendous  oath. 

"  Will  ye  lend  a  hand,  Jim  ?"  sputtered  Job  be- 
tween his  clenched  teeth, 

Jim  nodded. 

"  No,  no,"  cried  Bunks,  interposing,  but  the  two 
men  dashed  him  aside  and  rushed  aft. 

Their  purpose,  whatever  it  might  have  been,  was 
arrested  for  a  moment  by  Bunks  suddenly  shouting 
at  the  top  of  his  lungs — 

"  light  on  the  starboard  bow  !* 

"  That's  a  lie,"  said  Jager  savagely ;  "  use  yer  eyes 
you  land-lubber." 

"We're  running  straight  on  the  North  Fore- 
land," cried  Job,  who,  with  his  companion,  sud- 
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ienly  stopped  and  gazed  round  them  out  ahead 
in  alarm. 

"  The  North  Foreland,  you  fool,"  cried  the  skipper 
roughly,  "  who  ever  saw  the  North  Foreland  light  on 
the  starboard  bow,  with  the  ship's  head  due  north  1" 

"  I  don't  believe  'er  head  is  due  north."  said  Job, 
stepping  up  to  the  binnacle,  just  as  Tommy  Bogey, 
aroused  by  the  sudden  lurch  of  the  vessel  and  the 
angry  voices,  came  on  deck. 

"  Out  o'  the  way,"  cried  Jager  roughly,  hitting 
Job  such  a  blow  on  the  head  that  he  sent  him  reeling 
against  the  lee  bulwarks. 

The  man,  on  recovering  himself,  uttered  a  fierce 
yell,  and  rushing  on  the  skipper,  seized  him  by  the 
throat  with  his  left  hand,  and  drove  his  right  fist 
into  his  face  with  all  his  force. 

Jager,  although  a  powerful  man,  and,  when  sober, 
more  than  a  match  for  his  antagonist,  waa  over- 
borne and  driven  with  great  violence  against  the 
binnacle,  which,  being  of  inferior  quality  and  ill- 
secured,  like  everything  else  in  the  miserable  vessel, 
gave  way  under  his  weight,  and  the  compass  was 
dashed  to  pieces  on  the  deck. 

Jim  ran  to  assist  his  comrade,  and  Bunks  at- 
tempted to  interfere.  Fortunately,  Tommy  Bogey's 
presence  of  mind  did  not  forsake  him.  He  seized 
the  tiller  while  the  men  were  fighting  furiously,  and 
steered  away  from  the  light,  feeling  sure  that,  what- 
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ever  it  might  be,  the  wisest  thing  to  be  done  was  to 
steer  clear  of  it 

He  had  not  got  the  schooner  quite  before  the  wind 
when  a  squall  struck  her,  and  laid  her  almost  on 
her  beam-ends.  The  lurch  of  the  vessel  sent  the 
struggling  men  against  the  taflrail  with  great  vio- 
lence. The  skipper's  back  was  almost  broken  by 
the  shock,  for  his  body  met  the  side  of  the  vessel, 
and  the  other  two  were  thrown  upon  him.  Job  took 
advantage  of  his  opportunity  :  seizing  Jager  by  the 
leg,  he  suddenly  lifted  him  over  the  iron  rail,  and 
hurled  him  into  the  sea.  There  was  one  wild  shriek 
and  a  heavy  plunge,  and  the  miserable  man  sank  to 
rise  no  more. 

It  is  impossible  to  describe  the  horror  of  the  poor 
boy  at  the  helm  when  he  witnessed  this  cold-blooded 
murder.  Bold  though  he  was,  and  accustomed  to 
face  danger  and  witness  death  in  some  of  its  most 
appalling  forms,  he  could  not  withstand  the  shock 
of  such  a  scene  of  violence  perpetrated  amid  the 
darkness  and  danger  of  a  stormy  night  at  sea.  His 
first  impulse  was  to  run  below,  and  get  out  of 
sight  of  the  men  who  had  done  so  foul  a  deed ;  but 
reflecting  that  they  might,  in  their  passion,  toss  him 
into  the  sea  also  if  he  were  to  show  his  horror,  he 
restrained  himself,  and  stood  calmly  at  his  post 

"Come,  out  o'  the  way,  younker,"  cried  Job, 
seizing  the  helm. 
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Tommy  shrank  from  the  man,  as  if  he  feared  the 
contamination  of  his  touch. 

"  You  young  whelp,  what  are  ye  affeared  on?  ehl" 

He  aimed  a  blow  at  Tommy,  which  the  latter 
smartly  avoided. 

*  Murderer !"  cried  the  boy,  rousing  himself  sud- 
denly, "  you  shall  swing  for  this  yet." 
~"  Shall  I  ?  eh !  here,  Jim,  catch  hold  o'  the  tiller." 

Jim  obeyed,  and  Job  sprang  towards  Tommy,  but 
the  latter,  who  was  lithe  and  active  as  a  kitten, 
leaped  aside  and  avoided  him.  For  five  minutes  the 
furious  man  rushed  wildly  about  the  deck  in  pursuit 
of  the  boy,  calling  on  Bunks  to  intercept  him,  but 
Bunks  would  not  stir  hand  or  foot,  and  Jim  could 
not  quit  the  helm,  for  the  wind  had  increased  to 
a  gale;  and  as  there  was  too  much  sail  set,  the 
schooner  was  flying  before  it  with  masts,  ropes,  and 
beams  creaking  under  the  strain. 

"Do  your  worst,"  cried  Tommy,  during  a  brief 
pause,  "  you'll  never  catch  me.  I  defy  yon,  and  will 
denounce  you  the  moment  we  get  into  port." 

"  Will  you  ?  then  you'll  never  get  into  port  alive," 
yelled  Job,  as  he  leaped  down  the  companion,  and 
returned  almost  instantly  with  one  of  the  skipper's 
pistols. 

He  levelled  it  and  fired,  but  the  unsteady  motion 
of  the  vessel  caused  him  to  miss  his  aim.  He  was 
about  to  descend  for  another  pistol,  when  the  atten- 
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tion  of  all  on  board  was  attracted  by  a  loud  roar  of 
suit 

"  Breakers  a-head !"  roared  Bunks. 

This  new  danger — the  most  terrible,  with  perhaps 
the  exception  of  fire,  to  which  a  seaman  can  be  ex- 
posed— caused  all  hands  to  forget  the  past  in  the  more 
awful  present.  The  helm  was  put  down,  the  schooner 
flew  up  into  the  wind,  and  sheered  close  past  a  mass 
of  leaping,  roaring  foam,  the  sight  of  which  would 
have  caused  the  stoutest  heart  to  quail 

"  Keep  her  close  hauled,"  shouted  Job,  who  stood 
on  the  heel  of  the  bowsprit  looking  out  a-head. 

"D'ye  think  it's  the  North  Foreland?"  asked 
Bunks,  who  stood  beside  hnri. 

"  I  s'pose  it  is,"  said  Job,  "  but  how  it  comes  to 
be  on  our  lee  bow,  with  the  wind  as  it  is,  beats  me 
out  and  out.  Anyhow,  I'll  keep  her  well  off  the 
land, — mayhap  run  for  the  coast  of  Norway.  They're 
not  so  partikler  about  inquiries  there,  I'm  told." 

"  I'll  tell  ye  what  it  is,  Bunks,"  said  Tommy,  who 
had  gone  forward  and  overheard  the  last  observa- 
tion, but  could  not  bring  himself  to  speak  to  Job, 
"  you  may  depend  on  it  we're  out  of  our  course ;  as 
sure  as  you  stand  there  the  breakers  we  have  just 
passed  are  the  north  end  of  the  Goodwin  Sands.  If 
we  carry  on  as  we  are  goin'  now,  and  escape  the 
sands,  we'll  find  ourselves  on  the  coast  o'  France,  or 
far  dow*i  the  Channel  in  the  morning." 


THE  LIFEBOAT.  281 

" Thank 'ee  for  nothin',*  said  Job,  with  &  sneer; 
"next  time  ye've  got  to  give  an  opinion  wait  till 
it's  axed  for,  an'  keep  well  out  o*  the  reach  o'  my 
arm,  if  ye  don't  want  to  keep  company  with  the 
skipper." 

Tommy  made  no  reply  to  this.  He  did  not  even 
look  as  if  he  had  heard  it ;  but,  addressing  himself 
to  Bunks,  repeated  his  warning. 

Bunks  was  disposed  to  attach  some  weight  to  it 
at  first,  but  as  the  compass  was  destroyed  he  had 
no  means  of  ascertaining  the  truth  of  what  was  said, 
and  as  Job  laughed  all  advice  to  scorn,  and  had 
taken  command  of  the  vessel,  he  quietly  gave  in. 

They  soon  passed  the  breakers,  and  went  away 
with  the  lee-gunwale  dipping  in  the  water  right 
down  the  Channel.  Feeling  relieved  from  imme- 
diate danger,  the  murderer  once  more  attempted  to 
catch  Tommy,  but  without  success.  He  then  went 
below,  and  soon  after  came  on  deck  with  such  a 
flushed  face  and  wild  unsteady  gaze,  that  it  was 
evident  to  his  companions  he  had  been  at  the 
spirit  locker.  Jim  was  inclined  to  rebel  now,  but 
he  felt  that  Job  was  more  than  a  match  for  him 
and  Bunks.  Besides,  he  was  the  best  seaman  of 
the  three. 

"  Don't  'ee  think  we'd  better  close-reef  the  topsl  ?* 
said  Bunks,  as  Job  came  on  deck ;  "  if  you'll  take 
the  helm,  Jim  and  me  will  lay  out  on  the  yard." 
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There  was  truly  occasion  for  anxiety.  During 
the  last  hour  the  gale  had  increased,  and  the  masts 
were  almost  torn  out  of  the  little  vessel  as  she 
drove  before  it.  To  turn  her  side  to  the  wind  would 
have  insured  her  being  thrown  on  her  beam-ends. 
Heavy  seas  were  constantly  breaking  over  the  stern, 
and  falling  with  such  weight  on  the  deck  that 
Tommy  expected  to  see  them  stove  in  and  the  vessel 
swamped.  In  other  circumstances  the  boy  would 
have  been  first  to  suggest  reefing  the  sails,  and  first 
to  set  the  example,  but  he  felt  that  his  life  depended 
that  night  (under  God)  on  his  watchfulness  and 
care. 

n  Reef  tops! !"  cried  Job,  looking  fiercely  at  Bunks, 
"no,  we  shan't;  there's  one  reef  in't,  an*  that's 
enough." 

Bunks  shuddered,  for  he  saw  by  the  glare  of  the 
murderer's  eyes  that  the  evil  deed,  coupled  with  his 
deep  potations,  had  driven  him  mad. 

"  Fraps  it  is,"  said  Bunks,  in  a  submissive  voice ; 
"but  it  may  be  as  well  to  close  reef,  'cause  the 
weather  don't  seem  like  to  git  better." 

Job  turned  with  a  wild  laugh  to  Tommy : 

"  Here,  boy,  go  aloft  and  reef  topsl ;  d'ye  hear  ?" 

Tommy  hesitated. 

"  If  you  don't,"  said  Job,  hissing  out  the  words  in 
the  extremity  of  his  passion,  and  stopping  abruptly, 
as  if  unable  to  give  utterance  to  his  feelings. 
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"Well,  what  if  I  don't?"  asked  the  boy  sternly. 

"  Why,  then— ha !  ha !  ha I—why,  111  do  it  my- 
sel£" 

With  another  fiendish  laugh  Job  sprang  into  the 
rigging,  and  was  soon  out  upon  the  topsail-yard  busy 
with  the  reef-points. 

"Why,  he's  shdkiri  out  the  reef,"  cried  Jim  in 
alarm.  "  I've  half  a  mind  to  haul  on  the  starboard 
brace,  and  try  to  shake  the  monster  into  the  sea !" 

Job  soon  shook  out  the  reef,  and,  descending 
swiftly  by  one  of  the  backstays,  seized  the  topsail- 
haulyards. 

"  Come,  lay  hold,"  he  cried  savagely. 

But  no  one  would  obey,  so,  uttering  a  curse  upon 
his  comrades,  he  passed  the  rope  round  a  stanchion, 
and  with  his  right  hand  partially  hoisted  the  sail, 
while  with  his  left  he  hauled  in  the  slack  of  the 
rope. 

The  vessel,  already  staggering  under  much  too 
great  a  press  of  canvas,  now  rushed  through  the 
water  with  terrific  speed ;  burying  her  bows  in  foam 
at  one  moment,  and  hurling  off  clouds  of  spray 
at  the  next,  as  she  held  on  her  wild  course.  Job 
stood  on  the  bowsprit  drenched  with  spray,  holding 
with  one  hand  to  the  forestay,  and  waving  the 
other  high  above  his  head,  cheering  and  yelling 
furiously,  as  if  he  were  daring  the  angry  sea  to  come 
on,  and  do  its  wont 
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Jim,  now  unable  to  speak  or  act  from  terror,  clung 
to  the  starboard  bulwarks,  while  Bunks  stood  man- 
fully at  the  helm.  Tommy  held  on  to  the  mainmast 
shrouds,  and  gazed  earnestly  and  anxiously  out 
ahead. 

Thus  they  flew,  they  knew  not  whither,  for  seve- 
ral hours  that  night. 

Towards  morning,  a  little  before  daybreak,  the 
gale  began  to  moderate.  Job's  mood  had  changed. 
His  wild  yelling  fit  had  passed  away,  and  he  now 
ranged  about  the  decks  in  moody  silence,  like  a 
chained  tiger ;  going  down  every  now  and  then  to 
drink,  but  never  resting  for  a  moment,  and  always 
showing  by  his  looks  that  he  had  his  eye  on  Tommy 
Bogey. 

The  poor  boy  knew  this  well,  and  watched  him 
intently  the  whole  of  that  terrible  night. 

Bunks,  who  had  never  once  quitted  his  post, 
began  to  yawn,  and  suggested  to  Jim  that  he  might 
take  a  spell  at  the  helm  now,  when  the  progress  of 
the  schooner  was  suddenly  arrested  with  a  shock  so 
violent  that  those  on  board  were  hurled  prostrate  on 
the  deck,  the  fore-topmast  snapped  and  went  over 
the  side,  carrying  the  main-topmast  and  the  jib-boom 
along  with  it,  and  the  sea  made  a  clean  breach  over 
the  stern,  completely  sweeping  the  deck. 

Job,  who  chanced  to  have  gone  down  below,  was 
hurled  against  the  cabin  bulkhead,  and  the  glass 
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bottle  he  held  to  his  lips  was  shivered  to  atoms. 
With  his  face  cut  and  bleeding  he  sprang  np  the 
companion-ladder. 

"  On  the  rocks  !M  he  shouted. 

"  On  the  sand,  anyhow,"  answered  Bunks. 

"  The  boat !  the  boat !  she  won't  last  ten  minutes," 
cried  Jim. 

One  of  the  two  boats  belonging  to  the  "  Butterfly" 
had  been  washed  away  by  the  last  wave,  the  other 
remained  in  its  place.  To  this  the  three  men 
rushed,  and  launched  it  quickly  into  the  water. 
Job  was  first  to  get  into  it. 

"  Jump  in,  jump  in,"  he  cried  to  the  others,  who 
were  prompt  enough  to  obey. 

Tommy  Bogey  stood  motionless  and  silent  close 
to  the  main-mast.  His  face  was  very  pale ;  but  a 
stern  pursing  of  the  lips  and  compression  of  the 
eyebrows  showed  that  it  was  not  cowardly  fear  that 
blanched  his  cheek. 

"  The  boy  !  the  boy  !w  cried  Bunks,  as  Job  let  go 
his  hold  of  the  schooner. 

A  wild  stern  laugh  from  Job  showed  that  he  had 
made  up  his  mind  to  leave  Tommy  to  perish. 

**  Shame !"  cried  Jim,  seizing  one  of  the  oars ; 
"  pull,  Bunks,  pull  to  wind'ard  a  bit ;  well  drop 
down  and  save  him  yet.  Pull,  you  murderer !" 
shouted  Jim,  with  a  burst  of  anger  so  sudden  and 
fierce  that  Job  was  cowed.  He  sat  down  and  obeyed. 
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The  boat  was  very  small,  and  might  have  been 
easily  pulled  by  so  strong  a  crew  in  ordinary  cir- 
cumstances ;  but  the  strength  of  wind  and  sea  to- 
gether was  so  great,  that  they  were  in  great  danger 
of  being  swamped,  and  it  required  their  utmost 
efforts  to  pull  a  few  yards  to  windward  of  the 
schooner. 

"  Now  then,  look  out !"  cried  Jim,  endeavouring 
to  turn  the  boat. 

As  he  said  this  a  wave  caught  its  side  and  upset 
it  The  men  uttered  a  loud  cry;  a  moment  later, 
and  they  were  swept  against  the  bow  of  the  "  Butter- 
fly." Tommy  had  sprung  to  the  side,  caught  up  a 
rope,  and  cast  it  over.  Bunks  did  not  see  it ;  he 
made  a  wild  grasp  at  the  smooth  wet  side  of  the 
vessel,  but  his  hands  found  nothing  to  lay  hold  of, 
and  he  was  carried  quickly  away  to  leeward.  Jim 
caught  the  rope,  but  was  brought  up  so  suddenly  by 
it  that  it  was  torn  from  his  grasp.  He  also  went 
to  leeward  and  perished. 

Job  had  caught  hold  of  the  cutwater,  and,  digging 
his  fingers  into  the  wood,  held  on  by  main  strength 
for  a  few  minutes. 

"  Here,  lay  hold  o'  the  rope,"  cried  Tommy,  whose 
only  desire  now  was  to  save  the  life  of  the  wretched 
man ;  "  there,  don't  you  feel  it  ?" 

He  had  rubbed  the  rope  against  Job's  face  in 
order  to  let  him  know  it  was  there,  but  the  man 
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seemed  to  have  lost  all  power  to  move.  He  simply 
maintained  his  death-grip  until  his  Strength  gave 
way.  Tommy  understood  his  case,  and  looked 
quickly  round  for  one  of  those  ring-shaped  life- 
buoys which  we  are  accustomed  to  see  in  our  pas- 
senger steamers  tied  up  so  securely  that  they  would 
in  most  cases  of  sudden  emergency  be  utterly  use- 
less. But  the  owners  of  the  "  Butterfly"  were  econo- 
mists. They  did  not  think  life-preserving  worth  the 
erpenditure  of  a  few  shillings,  so  there  was  no  life- 
buoy to  be  found.  There  was  a  round  cork  fender, 
however,  which  the  boy  seized  and  flung  into  the 
sea,  just  as  Job's  grasp  loosened.  He  uttered  a 
wild  shriek,  and  tossed  up  his  arms  imploringly,  as 
he  was  carried  away.  The  buoy  fell  close  beside 
him,  and  he  caught  it  But  it  was  scarce  sufficient 
to  sustain  his  weight,  and  merely  prolonged  the 
agonizing  struggle.  Tommy  soon  lost  sight  of  him 
in  the  darkness.  Soon  after  there  arose  a  wild  fierce 
cry,  so  loud  and  strong  that  it  seemed  to  have  been 
uttered  at  the  boy's  elbow.  Tommy  shuddered,  for 
it  suggested  the  idea  of  a  despairing  soul 

He  listened  intently,  and  twice  again  that  thril- 
ling cry  broke  on  his  ear,  but  each  time  more  faintly. 
Still  he  continued  to  listen  for  it  with  a  feeling  of 
horror,  and  once  or  twice  fancied  that  he  heard  it 
rising  above  the  turmoil  of  wind  and  waves.  Long 
before  he  ceased  to  listen  in  expectancy,  the  mur- 
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derer's  dead  body  lay  tossing  in  that  great  watery 
grave  in  which  so  many  of  the  human  race — inno- 
cent and  guilty  alike — lie  buried. 

Ere  long  Tommy  was  called  to  renewed  exertion 
and  trial 

The  tide  happened  to  be  rising  when  the  schooner 
struck.  While  the  incidents  above  related  were 
taking  place,  the  "  Butterfly"  was  being  dashed  on 
the  sand  so  violently,  that  her  breaking  up  in  the 
course  of  a  short  time  was  a  matter  of  certainty. 
Tommy  knew  this  well,  but  he  did  not  give  way  to 
despair.  He  resolved  not  to  part  with  his  young 
life  without  a  struggle,  and  therefore  cast  about  in 
his  mind  what  was  best  to  be  done. 

His  first  idea  was  to  construct  a  raft.  He  had 
just  begun  to  this  laborious  work  when  the  rising 
tide  lifted  the  schooner  over  the  sand-bank,  and  sent 
her  off  into  deep  water.  This  raised  Tommy's  hopes 
and  spirits  to  an  unnaturally  high  pitch;  he  trimmed 
the  foresail — the  only  one  left — as  well  as  he  could, 
and  then,  seizing  the  tiller,  kept  the  vessel  running 
straight  before  the  wind. 

Standing  thus  at  the  helm  he  began  to  reflect  on 
his  position,  and  the  reflection  did  not  tend  to  com- 
fort hi™.  He  was  out  in  a  gale  on  the  stormy  sea, 
without  companions,  without  compass  to  guide  him, 
and  steering  he  knew  not  whither — possibly  on 
rocks  or  shoals.  This  latter  idea  induced  him  to 
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attempt  to  lie-to  till  day-break,  but  the  crippled 
condition  of  the  schooner  rendered  this  impossible. 
There  was  nothing  for  it,  therefore,  but  to  run  before 
the  gale. 

In  a  short  time  his  attention  was  attracted  to  a 
peculiar  sound  in  the  hold.  On  examination  he 
found  that  the  vessel  had  sprung  a  leak,  and  that 
the  water  was  rising  slowly  but  steadily.  The  poor 
boy's  heart  sank,  and  for  the  first  time  his  courage 
began  to  give  way ;  but  quickly  recovering  himself 
he  lashed  the  helm  in  position,  and  manfully  set  to 
work  at  the  pump.  He  was  somewhat  relieved  to 
find  that  the  leak  was  small  In  an  hour  he  had 
pumped  out  nearly  all  the  water.  Then  he  returned 
to  the  helm  and  rested  there  for  an  hour,  at  the  end 
of  which  the  water  in  the  hold  had  increased  so 
much  that  he  had  to  ply  the  pump  again. 

The  day  broke  while  he  was  thus  engaged,  but 
the  morning  was  so  thick  that  he  could  see  no  land. 
On  returning  to  the  helm  the  second  time,  Tommy 
felt  that  this  state  of  things  could  not  go  on  much 
longer.  The  excitement,  the  watching,  the  horrors 
of  the  past  night  were  beginning  to  tell  on  him. 
His  muscles  were  exhausted,  and  he  felt  an  irre- 
sistible desire  to  sleep.  He  struggled  against  this 
till  about  noon,  by  which  time  the  wind  had  mode- 
rated to  a  steady  breeze,  and  the  sun  shone  through 
the  mist  as  if  to  cheer  him  up  a  little. 

T 
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He  had  eaten  nothing  for  many  hours,  as  he  did 
not  dare  to  quit  his  post  to  go  below  for  food,  lest 
the  schooner  should  come  suddenly  on  some  other 
vessel  and  be  run  down.  Hunger  and  exhaustion, 
however,  soon  rendered  him  desperate ;  he  ran  below, 
seized  a  handful  of  biscuit,  filled  a  can  with  water, 
and  returned  hastily  on  deck  to  break  his  fast.  It 
was  one  of  the  sweetest  meals  he  ever  ate,  and 
refreshed  him  so  much  that  he  was  able  to  go  on 
alternately  steering  and  pumping  till  late  in  the  after- 
noon. Then  he  suddenly  broke  down.  Exhausted 
nature  could  bear  up  no  longer.  He  lashed  the 
helm,  pumped  out  the  water  in  the  hold  for  the  last 
time,  and  went  below  to  rest 

He  was  half  asleep  as  he  descended  the  com- 
panion-ladder. A  strange  and  sad  yet  dreamy  feel- 
ing that  everything  he  did  was  "  for  the  last  time," 
weighed  heavily  on  his  spirit,  but  this  was  some- 
how relieved  by  the  knowledge  that  he  was  now  at 
last  about  to  rest !  There  was  delight  in  that  simple 
thought,  though  there  mingled  with  it  a  feeling  that 
the  rest  would  terminate  in  death  ;  he  lay  down  to 
sleep  with  a  feeling  that  he  lay  down  to  die,  and  a 
half-formed  prayer  escaped  his  lips  as  his  wearied 
head  fell  upon  the  pillow. 

Instantly  he  was  buried  in  deep  repose. 

The  sun  sank  in  the  ocean,  the  stars  came  out 
and  spangled  all  the  sky,  and  the  moon  rose  and 
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flank  again,  but  Tommy  lay,  regardless  of  everything, 
in  profound  slumber.  Again  the  sun  arose  on  a  sea 
so  calm  that  it  seemed  like  oil,  ascended  into  the 
zenith,  and  sank  towards  its  setting.  Still  the  boy 
continued  to  sleep,  his  young  head  resting  quietly  on 
the  pillow  of  the  dead  skipper ;  his  breath  coming 
gently  and  regularly  through  the  half-opened  lips 
that  smiled  as  if  he  were  resting  in  peace  on  his 
mother's  bosom. 

Being  dashed  on  the  rocks,  or  run  into  by  steamers, 
or  whelmed  in  the  waves,  were  ideas  that  troubled 
him  not,  or,  if  they  did,  they  were  connected  only 
with  the  land  of  dreams.  Thus  the  poor  boy  rested 
calmly  in  the  midst  of  danger — yet  in  safety,  for 
the  arm  of  God  was  around  him. 
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CHAPTER  XVIIL 

THI  ANTIP ODES. 

A  NEW  scene  breaks  upon  us  now,  patient  reader. 
We  are  among  the  antipodes  in  that  vast  and  won- 
derful region  where  the  kangaroo  reigns  in  the  wil- 
derness, and  gold  is  sown  broadcast  in  the  land. 
The  men  we  see  are,  to  a  large  extent,  the  same  men 
we  saw  before  leaving  the  shores  of  Old  England, 
but  they  are  wonderfully  changed!  Bed  flannel- 
shirts,  long  boots,  leathern  belts,  felt  hats,  and 
unshorn  chins  meet  us  at  every  turn ;  so  do  barrows 
and  pick-axes  and  shovels.  It  seems  as  if  we  had 
got  into  a  region  inhabited  solely  by  navvies.  Many 
of  them,  however,  appear  to  be  very  gentlemanly 
navvies! 

There  are  no  ladies  here ;  scarcely  any  females  at 
all,  for  we  have  left  the  thriving  settlements  of  Aus- 
tralia far  behind  us,  and  are  now  wandering  over 
the  Daisy  Hill  gold  diggings.  The  particular  section 
of  that  busy  spot  to  which  our  attention  is  directed 
at  this  moment,  u  named  the  "  Kangaroo  Flata." 
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None  bat  strong  men  can  get  on  here.  Let  us  go 
forward,  and  see  how  they  obtain  this  yellow  metal 
that  turns  the  world  upside  down ! 

Here  is  a  man  issuing  from  a  hole  in  the  earth 
close  at  our  feet,  like  a  huge  ground-squirrel.  He 
is  tall,  stout,  and  fair,  with  broad  shoulders  and  a 
fine  manly  countenance,  which  is  ornamented  by  a 
thick  beard  and  moustache  of  glossy  yellow  hair. 
The  silken  curly  hair  of  this  man,  contrasted  with 
his  great  size  and  manliness,  is  very  striking.  He 
seats  himself  on  a  mass  of  clay,  wipes  the  perspira- 
tion from  his  forehead,  and  shouts  to  some  one  down 
in  the  earth. 

"  Hallo !  Jack,  let's  hoist  out  the  stuff  now." 

"Ay,  ay,  Harry,"  replies  a  strong  voice,  with  a 
sailor-like  ring  in  it,  from  below,  "  111  be  on  deck  in 
a  jiffy." 

Let  us  descend  and  look  at  this  miner.  The 
hole  is  narrow  and  deep ;  at  the  bottom  of  it  is  a 
dark  tunnel  two  feet  broad,  between  two  and  three 
feet  high,  and  twenty-five  feet  long.  At  the  farther 
extremity  of  it  crouches  a  man  with  a  pickaxe  in 
his  hands,  and  a  candle  beside  him.  It  is  a  very 
awkward  position  in  which  to  work,  and  the  result 
is  that  this  man  pants  and  blows  and  sighs,  and 
sometimes  laughs  quietly  to  himself  at  the  comi- 
cality of  his  attitudes,  while  the  perspiration  pours 
over  his  face  in  large  beads  continuously.  It  seems 
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very  hard  work,  and  so,  indeed,  it  is,  but  the  man 
is  an  unusually  big  and  strong  fellow,  larger  even 
than  his  fair  companion  above  ground.  His  hair  is 
short,  black,  and  curly,  as  are  his  beard  and  whiskers, 
but  at  this  moment  his  whole  head  and  face  are  so 
besmeared  with  clay  that  his  aspect  is  piebald,  and 
not  more  becoming  than  his  attitude.  Still,  there  is 
a  massive  grandeur  in  the  outline  of  his  features 
which  cannot  be  destroyed  by  incrustations  of  clay, 
although  his  complexion  is  obscured  by  it. 

like  his  comrade  above,  his  costume  consists  of 
flannel  shirt,  dark  trousers,  and  big  boots.  His  shirt 
sleeves  being  rolled  up  to  the  shoulders,  display  a 
pair  of  arms  that  a  sculptor  might  gaze  on  with 
admiration. 

This  strong  man  pants  and  gasps  more  than  ever 
with  the  heat  as  he  drives  the  pick  and  tears  up 
the  earth  for  gold.  Presently  the  candle  bums  dim; 
the  air  is  getting  foul. 

"Hallo,  the  candle's  going  out!"  cries  the  dark 
miner,  scrambling  towards  the  bottom  of  the  shaft 
on  his  hands  and  knees. 

"  Ha !  time  to  take  a  mouthful  o'  fresh  air,  Jack," 
remarks  the  fair  miner,  looking  into  the  hole. 

In  another  moment  a  wild  dishevelled  clay-be- 
spattered figure  comes  to  the  surface,  rises  like  a 
giant  out  of  the  earth,  and  the  countenance  and 
proportions  of  our  Mend  John  Bax  are  revealed,  in 
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spite  of  the  strange  costume  and  black  moustache 
and  beard  and  incrustations  of  clay  which  more  than 
half  disguise  him. 

"  Whew !  how  hot  it  is,"  said  Bax,  as  he  stepped 
out  of  the  hole. 

"  You  may  say  that,"  observed  his  friend,  rising ; 
*  but  come  along,  Jack,  let's  get  up  the  stuff  and 
wash  out  as  much  as  we  can  before  dinner.  Mind, 
you've  got  to  write  home  this  afternoon,  and  won't 
be  able  to  help  me  much  in  the  evening." 

"  Come  along  then,"  said  Bax,  going  to  work  again 
with  redoubled  energy. 

There  was  a  windlass  over  the  hole  by  which  the 
clay  was  raised  to  the  surface.  Bax  wrought  at  this, 
and  his  mate  went  below  to  fill  the  buckets.  Then 
they  washed  it  out,  and  flooded  away  cart-loads  of 
worthless  soil,  until  a  small  residue  of  clear  shining 
particles  remained  behind.  This  they  gathered  care- 
fully together,  added  it  to  the  bag  that  held  their 
fortune,  remarked  that  there  were  "  no  nuggets  this 
time,"  and  that  it  was  "  hard-work  and  little  pay ;" 
after  which  they  flung  down  their  tools,  washed 
their  hands  and  faces,  and  went  into  their  tent  to 
dine. 

Thus  did  Bax  and  his  mate  (an  old  acquaintance 
unexpectedly  met  with  after  arrival  in  Australia) 
dig,  and  sweat,  and  toil  for  gold. 

But  Bax  and  his  friend  worked  thus  hard,  only 
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because  it  was  their  nature  so  to  work  at  whatever 
their  hands  found  to  do.  They  had  not  set  their 
hearts  upon  the  gold. 

After  dinner  Harry  went  out  to  drive  his  pick 
and  shovel  Bar  remained  in  the  tent  to  drive  the 
quilL 

That  night  the  two  Mends  lay  chatting  and  smok- 
ing in  their  tent  after  supper,  with  a  solitary  candle 
between  them,  and  the  result  of  the  day's  work — a 
small  pile  of  shining  dust — before  them. 

"  Well  not  make  our  fortunes  at  this  rate,"  ob- 
served Harry,  with  a  sigh. 

"  There's  no  saying  what  good  fortune  may  be  in 
store  for  us,"  observed  Bar ;  "  but  put  away  the  gold, 
it  will  do  us  no  good  to  gaze  at  it." 

Harry  rolled  the  little  heap  in  a  piece  of  paper, 
and  tossed  it  into  the  leathern  bag  which  contained 
their  earnings. 

"  Come  now,"  said  he,  replenishing  his  pipe,  "let's 
hear  the  letter,  Box,  who  d'ye  say's  the  friend  you've 
written  to?" 

"  He's  a  boy,"  said  Bax,  "  Tommy  Bogey  by  name, 
of  which  name,  by  the  way,  he  has  no  reason  to 
be  proud;  but  he's  a  first-rate  fellow,  and  I  fear 
will  have  set  me  down  as  a  faithless  friend,  for  I 
left  hi™  without  saying  good-bye,  and  the  letter  I 
wrote  to  him  on  my  arrival  here  went  to  the  bottom 
with  the  unfortunate  ship  that  carried  it  However, 
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here  is  the  epistle.    I'm  open  to  correction,  Harry, 
if  you  think  any  part  of  it  not  ship-shape." 

"  All  right,"  said  Harry,  "  go  a-head." 

Bax  read  as  follows : — 

"  KANGAROO  FLATS,  DAISY  HILT.  DIGGINGS, 
AUSTRALIA,  IQih  January  18 — . 

"MY  DEAB  TOMMY, — The  mail  is  just  about  to 
leave  us,  so  I  write  to  let  you  know  where  I  am  and 
what  doing — also  to  tell  you  that  I  have  just  heard 
of  the  wreck  of  the  ship  that  conveyed  my  first 
letter  to  you,  which  will  account  for  my  apparent 
neglect. 

"  Gold-digging  is  anything  but  a  paying  affair, 
I  find,  and  it's  the  hardest  work  I've  ever  had  to 
do.  I  have  only  been  able  to  pay  my  way  up  to 
this  time.  Everything  is  fearfully  dear.  After 
deducting  the  expenses  of  the  last  week  for  cart- 
age, sharpening  picks,  etc.,  I  and  my  mate  have  just 
realized  15s.  each;  and  this  is  the  first  week  we 
have  made  anything  at  all  beyond  what  was  required 
for  our  living.  However,  we  live  and  work  on  in  the 
hope  of  turning  up  a  nugget,  or  finding  a  rich  claim, 
singing — though  we  can't  exactly  believe — '  There's 
a  good  time  coming.'"  Here  Bax  paused.  "  I  won't 
read  the  next  paragraph,"  said  he,  with  a  smile, 
"because  it's  about  yourself,  Harry,  so  I'll  skip." 

Nevertheless,  reader,  as  we  wish  you  to  hear  that 
passage,  we  will  make  Bax  read  on. 
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"  My  mate,  Harry  Benton,  is  an  old  school- 
fellow, whom  I  met  with  accidentally  in  Melbourne, 
We  joined  at  once,  and  have  been  together  ever 
since.  I  hope  that  nothing  may  occur  to  part  us. 
You  would  like  him,  Tommy.  You've  no  idea  what 
a  fine,  gentle,  lion-like  fellow  he  is,  with  a  face  like 
a  true,  bold  man  in  expression,  and  like  a  beautiful 
woman  in  form.  I'm  not  up  to  pen-and-ink  descrip- 
tion, Tommy,  but  I  think  you'll  understand  me  when 
I  say  he's  got  a  splendid  figure-head,  a  strong  frame, 
and  a  warm  heart. 

"  Poor  fellow,  he  has  had  much  sorrow  since  he 
came  out  here.  He  is  a  widower,  and  brought  out 
his  little  daughter  with  him,  an  only  child,  whose 
sweet  face  was  once  like  sunshine  in  our  tent  Not 
long  ago  this  pretty  flower  of  the  desert  sickened, 
drooped,  and  died,  with  her  fair  head  on  her  father's 
bosom.  For  a  long  time  afterwards  Harry  was  in- 
consolable, but  he  took  to  reading  the  Bible,  and 
the  effect  of  that  has  been  wonderful  We  read  it 
regularly  every  night  together,  and  no  one  can  tell 
what  comfort  we  have  in  it,  for  I  too  have  had  sor- 
row of  a  kind  which  you  could  not  well  understand, 
unless  I  were  to  go  ink)  an  elaborate  explanation.  I 
believe  that  both  of  us  can  say  in  the  words  of  "King 
David, '  It  was  good  for  me  that  I  was  afflicted.' 

"  I  should  like  wry  much  that  you  and  he  might 
meet    Perhaps  you  may  one  of  these  days  I    But, 
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to  go  on  with  my  account  of  our  life  and  doings 
here." 

(It  was  at  this  point  that  Bax  continued  to  read 
the  letter  aloud.) 

"  The  weather  is  tremendously  warm.  It  is  now 
(10th  January)  the  height  of  summer,  and  the  sun  is 
unbearable ;  quite  as  hot  as  in  India,  I  am  told ; 
especially  when  the  hot  winds  blow.  Among  other 
evils,  we  are  tormented  with  thousands  of  fleas. 
Harry  stands  them  worse  than  I  do ;"  (untrue  !  in- 
terrupted Harry ;)  "but  their  cousins  the  flies  are,  if 
possible,  even  more  exasperating.  They  resemble 
our  own  aouse  flies  in  appearance — would  that  they 
were  equally  harmless  !  Myriads  of  millions  don't 
express  their  numbers  more  than  ten  expresses  the 
number  of  the  stars.  They  are  the  most  persever- 
ing brutes  you  ever  saw.  They  creep  into  your  eyes, 
ran  up  your  nose,  and  plunge  into  your  mouth. 
Nothing  will  shake  them  off,  and  the  mean  despic- 
able creatures  take  special  advantage  of  us  when  our 
hands  are  occupied  in  carrying  buckets  of  gold-dust, 
or  what,  alas  !  ought  to  be  gold  dust,  but  isn't !  On 
such  occasions  we  shake  our  heads,  wink  our  eyes, 
and  snort  and  blow  at  them,  but  all  to  no  purpose — 
there  they  stick  and  creep,  till  we  get  our  hands  free 
to  attack  them. 

"  A  change  must  be  coming  over  the  weather  soon, 
for  while  I  write,  the  wind  is  blowing  like  a  gale 
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out  of  a  hot  oven,  and  is  shaking  the  tent,  so  that  I 
fear  it  will  come  down  about  my  ears.  It  is  a  curious 
fact  that  these  hot  winds  always  blow  from  the  north, 
which  inclines  me  to  think  there  must  be  large  sandy 
deserts  in  the  interior  of  this  vast  continent.  We 
don't  feel  the  heat  through  the  day,  except  when  we 
are  at  the  windlass  drawing  up  the  pipeclay,  or  while 
washing  our  '  stuff/  for  we  are  generally  below 
ground  '  driving.'  But,  although  not  so  hot  as 
above,  it  is  desperately  warm  there  too,  and  the  air 
is  bad. 

"  Our  driveg  are  two-and-a-half  feet  high  by 
about  two  feet  broad  at  the  floor,  from  which  they 
widen  a  little  towards  the  top.  As  I  am  six  feet 
three  in  my  stockings,  and  Harry  is  six  feet  one, 
besides  being,  both  of  us,  broader  across  the  shoul- 
ders than  most  men,  you  may  fancy  that  we  get 
into  all  sorts  of  shapes  while  working.  All  the 
'stuff'  that  we  drive  out  we  throw  away,  except 
about  six  inches  on  the  top  where  the  gold  lies, 
so  that  the  quantity  of  mullock,  as  we  call  it,  or 
useless  material  hoisted  out  is  very  great.  There 
are  immense  heaps  of  it  lying  at  the  mouth  of  our 
hole.  If  we  chose  to  liken  ourselves  to  gigantic 
moles,  we  have  reason  to  be  proud  of  our  mole-hills  ! 
All  this  'stuff'  has  to  be  got  along  the  drives, 
some  of  which  are  twenty-five  feet  in  length.  One 
of  us  stands  at  the  top,  and  hoists  the  stuff  up  the 


TM  LIFEBOAT.  SOI 

shaft  in  buckets.  The  other  sits  and  fills  them  at 
the  bottom. 

"  This  week  we  have  taken  out  three  cart-loads 
of  washing  stuff,  which  we  fear  will  produce  very 
little  gold.  Of  course  it  is  quite  dark  in  the  drives, 
so  we  use  composition  candles.  Harry  drives  in  one 
direction,  I  in  another,  and  we  hammer  away  from 
morning  till  night.  The  air  is  often  bad,  but  not 
explosive.  When  the  candles  burn  low  and  go  out, 
it  is  time  for  us  to  go  out  too  and  get  fresh  air,  for  it 
makes  us  blow  terribly,  and  gives  us  sore  eyes. 
Three-fourths  of  the  people  here  are  suffering  from 
sore  eyes ;  the  disease  is  worse  this  season  than  it 
has  been  in  the  memory  of  the  oldest  diggers. 

"  We  have  killed  six  or  seven  snakes  lately. 
They  are  very  numerous,  and  the  only  things  in  the 
country  we  are  absolutely  afraid  of !  You  have  no 
idea  of  the  sort  of  dread  one  feels  on  coming  slap 
upon  one  unexpectedly.  Harry  put  his  foot  on  one 
yesterday,  but  got  no  hurt.  They  are  not  easily  seen, 
and  their  bite  is  always  fatal 

"  From  all  this  you  will  see  that  a  gold-digger's  life 
is  a  hard  one,  and  worse  than  that,  it  does  not  pay 
well  However,  I  like  it  in  the  meantime,  and  hav- 
ing taken  it  up,  I  shall  certainly  give  it  a  fair  trial. 

"  I  wish  you  were  here,  Tommy ;  yet  I  am  glad 
you  are  not.  To  have  you  and  Guy  in  the  tent 
would  make  our  party  perfect,  but  it  would  try  your 
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constitutions  I  fear,  and  do  you  no  good  mentally,  for 
the  society  by  which  we  are  surrounded  is  anything 
but  select. 

"  But  enough  of  the  gold-fields.  I  have  a  lot  of 
questions  to  ask  and  messages  to  send  to  my  old 
friends  and  mates  at  Deal" 

At  this  point  the  reading  of  the  letter  was  inter- 
rupted by  an  uproar  near  the  tent.  High  above 
the  noise  the  voice  of  a  boy  was  heard  in  great  in- 
dignation. 

For  a  few  minutes  Bax  and  his  friend  did  not 
move  ;  they  were  too  much  accustomed  to  scenes  of 
violence  among  the  miners  to  think  of  interfering, 
unless  things  became  very  serious. 

"  Come,  Bill,  let  him  alone,"  cried  a  stern  voice, 
"  the  lad's  no  thief,  as  you  may  see  if  you  look  in  his 
faca" 

"  I  don't  give  a  straw  for  looks  and  faces,"  retorted 
Bill,  who  seemed  to  have  caused  the  uproar,  "  the 
young  rascal  came  peeping  into  my  tent,  and  that's 
enough  for  me." 

"What!"  cried  the  boy,  in  an  indignant  shout, 
"  may  I  not  search  through  the  tents  to  find  a  friend 
without  being  abused  by  every  scoundrel  who  loves 
his  gold  so  much  that  he  thinks  every  one  who  looks 
at  him  wants  to  steal  it  ?  Let  me  go,  I  say  !" 

At  the  first  words  of  this  sentence  Bax  started 
up  with  a  look  of  intense  surprise.  Before  it  waa 
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finished  he  had  seized  a  thick  stick,  and  rushed  from 
the  tent,  followed  by  his  mate. 

In  two  seconds  they  reached  the  centre  of  a  ring 
of  disputants,  in  the  midst  of  which  a  big,  coarse- 
looking  miner  held  by  the  collar  the  indignant  lad, 
who  proved  to  be  an  old  and  truly  unexpected  ac- 
quaintance. 

"  Bax  1*  shouted  the  boy. 

"  Tommy  Bogey  !"  exclaimed  Bax, 

"  Off  your  hands,"  cried  Bax,  striding  forward. 

The  miner,  who  was  a  powerful  man,  hesitated. 
Bax  seized  him  by  the  neck,  and  sent  him  head  over 
heels  into  his  own  tent,  which  stood  behind  him. 

"  Serves  him  right !"  cried  one  of  the  crowd,  wh« 
appeared  to  be  delighted  with  the  prospect  of  a  row. 

"  Hear,  hear !"  echoed  the  rest  approvingly. 

"  Can  it  be  you,  Tommy  ?*  cried  Bax,  grasping  the 
boy  by  both  arms,  and  stooping  to  gaze  into  his 
face. 

"  Found  you  at  last  1*  shouted  Tommy,  with  his 
eyes  full  and  his  face  flushed  by  conflicting  emotions. 

"  Come  into  the  tent,"  cried  Bax,  hastening  away 
and  dragging  his  friend  after  him. 

Tommy  did  not  know  whether  to  laugh  or  cry, 
His  breast  was  still  heaving  with  recent  indignation, 
and  his  heart  was  bursting  with  present  joy ;  so  he 
gave  utterance  to  a  wild  hysterical  cheer,  and  disap- 
peared behind  the  folds  of  his  friend's  tent,  amid  the 
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cheers  and  laughter  of  the  miners,  who  thereafter 
dispersed  quietly  to  their  several  places  of  abode. 

"  Tommy,"  said  Bax,  placing  the  boy  directly  in 
front  of  him,  on  a  pile  of  rough  coats  and  blankets, 
and  staring  earnestly  into  his  face,  "  I  don't  believe 
it's  you!  I'm  dreaming,  that's  what  I  am,  so  the 
sooner  you  pinch  me  out  of  this  state  the  better." 

It  were  vain  to  attempt  to  give  the  broken  and 
disjointed  converse  that  here  took  place  between  the 
two  friends.  After  a  time  they  became  more  rational 
and  less  spasmodic  in  their  talk,  and  Tommy  at  last 
condescended  to  explain  the  way  in  which  he  had 
managed  to  get  there. 

"But  before  I  begin,"  said  he,  "tell  me  who's 
your  friend?" 

He  turned  as  he  spoke  to  Harry,  who,  seated  on 
a  provision  cask,  with  a  pleasant  smile  on  his  hand- 
some faco  and  a  black  pipe  in  his  mouth,  had  been 
enjoying  the  scene  immensely. 

"Ah I  true,  I  forgot;  this  is  my  mate,  Harry 
Benton,  an  old  school-fellow.  You'll  know  more  of 
him  and  like  him  better  in  course  of  time." 

"  I  hope  he  will,"  said  Harry,  extending  his  hand, 
which  Tommy  grasped  and  shook  warmly,  "and  I 
hope  to  become  better  acquainted  with  you,  Tommy, 
though  in  truth  you  are  no  stranger  to  me,  for  many 
a  night  has  Bax  entertained  me  in  this  tent  with 
accounts  of  your  doings  and  his  own,  both  by  land 
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and  sea.  Now  go  on,  my  boy,  and  explain  the 
mystery  of  your  sudden  appearance  here." 

"  The  prime  cause  of  my  appearance  is  the  faith- 
lessness of  Bax,"  said  Tommy.  "  Why  did  you  not 
write  to  me?" 

When  it  was  explained  that  Bax  had  written  by 
a  vessel  which  was  wrecked,  the  boy  was  mollified ; 
and  when  the  letter  which  had  just  been  written  was 
handed  to  him,  he  confessed  that  he  had  judged  his 
old  friend  hastily.  Thereafter  he  related  succinctly 
his  adventures  in  the  "  Butterfly"  up  to  the  point 
where  we  left  him  sound  asleep  in  the  skipper's  berth. 

"  How  long  I  slept,"  said  Tommy,  continuing  the 
narrative,  "  I  am  not  quite  sure  ;  but  it  must  have 
been  a  longish  time,  for  it  was  somewhere  in  a 
Tuesday  when  I  lay  down,  and  it  was  well  into  a 
Thursday  when  I  got  up,  or  rather  was  knocked  up 
by  the  bow  of  a  thousand-ton  ship  !  It  was  a  calm 
evening,  with  just  a  gentle  breeze  blowin'  at  the 
time,  and  a  little  hazy.  The  look-out  in  the  ship 
did  not  see  the  schooner  until  he  was  close  on  her  ; 
then'  he  yelled  '  hard-a-lee !'  so  I  was  told,  for  I 
didn't  hear  it,  bein',  as  I  said,  sound  asleep.  But  I 
heard  and  felt  what  followed  plain  enough.  There 
came  a  crash  like  thunder.  I  was  pitched  head- 
foremost out  o'  the  berth,  and  would  certainly  have 
got  my  neck  broken,  but  for  the  flimsy  table  in  the 
cabin,  which  gave  way  and  went  to  pieces  under  me, 

TT 
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and  thus  broke  my  fall  I  got  on  my  legs,  and  shot 
up  the  companion  like  a  rocket.  I  was  confused 
enough,  as  you  may  suppose,  but  I  must  have  guessed 
at  once  what  was  wrong — perhaps  the  rush  of  water 
told  it  me — for  I  leaped  instantly  over  the  side  into 
the  sea  to  avoid  being  sucked  down  by  the  sinking 
vessel  Down  it  went  sure  enough,  and  I  was  so 
near  it  that  in  spite  of  my  struggles  I  was  carried 
down  a  long  way,  and  all  but  choked.  However,  up 
I  came  again  like  a  cork.  You  always  said  I  was 
light-headed,  Bax,  and  I  do  believe  that  was  the 
reason  I  came  up  so  soon ! 

"  Well,  I  swam  about  for  ten  minutes  or  so,  when 
a  boat  rowed  up  to  the  place.  It  tuid  been  lowered 
by  the  ship  that  ran  me  down.  I  was  picked  up 
and  taken  a-board,  and  found  that  she  was  bound 
for  Australia !" 

"  Ha !  that  just  suited  you,  I  fancy,"  said  Bax. 

"  Of  course  it  did,  but  that's  not  all  Who  d'ye 
think  the  ship  belonged  to  ?  You'll  never  guess ; — 
to  your  old  employers,  Denham,  Crumps,  and  Co. ! 
She  is  named  the  '  Trident/  after  the  one  that  was 
lost,  and  eld  Denham  insisted  on  her  sailing  on  a 
Friday.  The  sailors  said  she  would  be  sure  to  go  to 
the  bottom,  but  they  were  wrong,  for  we  all  got  safe 
to  Melbourne,  after  a  very  good  voyage. 

"  Well,  I've  little  more  to  tell  now.  On  reaching 
Melbourne  I  landed — " 
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"  Without  a  sixpence  in  your  pocket  ?"  asked  Bax. 

"  By  no  means,"  said  Tommy,  "  I  had  five  golden 
•overeigns  sewed  up  in  the  waist-band  of  my 
trousers,  not  to  mention  a  silver  watch  like  a  sauce- 
pan given  to  me  by  old  Jeph  at  parting,  and  a  brass 
ring  that  I  got  from  Bluenose  !  But  it's  wonderful 
how  fast  this  melted  away  in  Melbourne.  It  was 
half  gone  before  I  succeeded  in  finding  out  what 
part  of  the  country  you  had  gone  to.  The  rest  of  it 
I  paid  to  a  party  of  miners,  who  chanced  to  be  coming 
here,  for  leave  to  travel  and  feed  with  them.  They 
left  me  in  the  lurch,  however,  about  two  days'  walk 
from  this  place ;  relieving  me  of  the  watch  at  part- 
ing, but  permitting  me  to  keep  the  ring  as  a  memo- 
rial of  the  pleasant  journey  we  had  had  together  I 
Then  the  rascals  left  me  with  provisions  sufficient 
for  one  meal  So  I  came  on  alone,  and  now  present 
myself  to  you  half -starved  and  a  beggar  !" 

"  Here  is  material  to  appease  your  hunger,  lad," 
said  Harry  Benton,  with  a  laugh,  as  he  tossed  a  mass 
of  flour  cake,  known  among  diggers  as  "  damper," 
towards  the  boy. 

"  And  here,"  added  Bax,  pitching  a  small  bag  of 
gold-dust  into  his  lap,  "is  material  to  deliver  you 
from  beggary,  at  least  for  the  present  As  for  the 
future,  Tommy,  your  own  stout  arms  must  do  the 
rest  You'll  live  in  our  tent,  and  we'll  make  a  gold- 
digger  of  you  in  a  couple  of  daya  I  could  have 
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wished  you  better  fortune,  lad,  but  as  you  have 
managed  to  make  your  way  to  this  out-o'-the-way 
place,  I  suppose  you'll  want  to  remain." 

"  I  believe  you,  my  boy !"  said  Tommy,  with  his 
mouth  full  of  damper. 

So  Tommy  Bogey  remained  with  his  friends  at  the 
Kangaroo  Flats,  and  dug  for  gold. 

For  several  years  they  stuck  to  the  laborious  work, 
during  which  time  they  dug  up  just  enough  to  keep 
themselves  in  food  and  clothing.  They  were  unlucky 
diggers.  Indeed  this  might  have  been  said  of  most 
of  the  diggers  around  them.  Those  who  made  for- 
tunes, by  happening  to  find  rich  spots  of  ground, 
were  very  few  compared  with  the  host  of  those  who 
came  with  light  hearts,  hoping  for  heavy  pockets,  and 
went  away  with  heavy  hearts  and  light  pockets. 

We  shall  not  follow  the  fortunes  of  those  three 
during  their  long  period  of  exile.  The  curtain  was 
lifted  in  order  that  the  Reader  might  take  a  glance 
at  them  in  the  far-off  land.  They  are  a  pleasant 
trio  to  look  upon.  They  do  not  thirst  feverishly  for 
the  precious  metal  as  many  do.  Their  nightly  read- 
Ing  of  the  Word  saves  them  from  that.  Neverthe- 
less, they  work  hard,  earn  little,  and  sleep  soundly. 
As  we  drop  the  curtain,  they  are  still  toiling  and 
moiling,  patiently,  heartily,  and  hopefully,  for  gold. 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 
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THERE  came  a  day,  at  last,  in  which  foul  air  and 
confinement,  and  money-making,  began  to  tell  on  the 
constitution  of  Mr.  Denham ;  to  disagree  with  him, 
in  fact  The  rats  began  to  miss  him,  occasionally, 
from  Eedwharf  Lane,  at  the  wonted  hour,  and,  no 
doubt,  gossiped  a  good  deal  on  the  subject  over 
their  evening  meals,  after  the  labours  and  depreda- 
tions of  the  day  were  ended  ! 

They  observed  too  (supposing  them  to  have  been 
capable  of  observation),  that  when  Mr.  Denham  did 
come  to  his  office,  he  came  with  a  pale  face  and  an 
enfeebled  step;  also  with  a  thick  shawl  wrapped 
round  his  neck  These  peculiarities  were  so  far  taken 
advantage  of  by  the  rats  that  they  ceased  to  fly  with 
their  wonted  precipitancy  when  his  step  was  heard, 
and  in  course  of  time  they  did  not  even  dive  into 
their  holes  as  in  former  days,  but  sat  close  to  them, 
and  waited  until  the  merchant  had  passed,  knowing 
well  that  he  was  not  capable  of  running  at  them. 
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One  large  young  rat  in  particular — quite  a  rattling 
blade  in  his  way — at  length  became  so  bold  that  he 
stood  his  ground  one  forenoon,  and  deliberately 
stared  at  Mr.  Denliam  as  he  tottered  up  to  the 
office-door. 

We  notice  this  fact  because  it  occurred  on  the 
memorable  day  when  Mr.  Denham  admitted  to  him- 
self that  he  was  breaking  down,  and  that  something 
must  be  done  to  set  him  up  again.  He  thought,  as 
he  sat  at  his  desk,  leaning  his  head  on  his  right  hand, 
that  sea-air  might  do  him  good,  and  the  idea  of  a 
visit  to  his  sister  at  Deal  flitted  across  his  mind ; 
but,  remembering  that  he  had  for  many  years  treated 
that  sister  with  frigid  indifference,  and  that  he  had 
dismissed  her  son  Guy  harshly  and  without  suffi- 
cient reason  from  his  employment  a  few  years  ago, 
he  came  to  the  conclusion  that  Deal  was  not  a  suit- 
able locality.  Then  he  thought  of  Margate  and 
Bamsgate,  and  even  ventured  to  contemplate  the 
Scotch  Highlands,  but  his  energy  being  exhausted 
by  illness,  he  could  not  make  up  his  mind,  so  he 
sighed  and  felt  supremely  wretched. 

Had  there  been  any  one  at  his  elbow,  to  suggest  a 
plan  of  some  sort,  and  urge  Him  to  carry  it  out,  he 
would  have  felt  relieved  and  grateful.  But  plans  for 
our  good  are  usually  suggested  and  urged  by  those 
who  love  us,  and  Denham,  being  a  bachelor  and  a 
misanthrope,  happened  to  have  no  one  to  love  him. 
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He  was  a  very  rich  man — very  rich  indeed ;  and 
would  have  given  a  great  deal  of  gold  at  that  moment 
for  a  very  small  quantity  of  love,  but  love  is  not  a 
marketable  commodity.  Denham  knew  that  and 
sighed  again.  He  felt  that  in  reference  to  this  thing 
he  was  a  beggar,  and,  for  the  first  time  in  his  life, 
experienced  something  of  a  beggar's  despair. 

While  he  sat  thus,  musing  bitterly,  there  came  a 
tap  at  the  door. 

«  Come  in." 

The  tapper  came  in,  and  presented  to  the  aston- 
ished gaze  of  Mr.  Denham  the  handsome  face  and 
figure  of  Guy  Foster. 

"I  trust  you  will  forgive  my  intrusion,  uncle," 
said  Guy  in  apologetic  tones,  as  he  advanced  with 
a  rather  hesitating  step,  "  but  I  am  the  bearer  of  a 
message  from  my  mother." 

Denham  had  looked  up  in  surprise,  and  with  a  dash 
of  sternness,  but  the  expression  passed  into  one  of 
sadness  mingled  with  suffering.  He  pointed  to  a 
chair  and  said  curtly,  "  Sit  down,"  as  he  replaced  his 
forehead  on  his  hand,  and  partially  concealed  his 
haggard  face. 

"  I  am  deeply  grieved,  dear  uncle,"  continued  Guy, 
"  to  see  you  looking  so  very  ill,  I  do  sincerely 
hope—" 

"Your  message?"  interrupted  Denham. 

"  My  mother  having  heard  frequently  of  late  that 
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yon  are  far  from  well,  and  conceiving  that  the  fresh 
air  of  Deal  might  do  you  good,  has  sent  me  to  ask 
you  to  be  our  guest  for  a  time.  It  would  afford  us 
very  great  pleasure,  I  assure  you,  uncle." 

Guy  paused  here,  but  Mr.  Denham  did  not  speak. 
The  kindness  of  the  unexpected  and  certainly  un- 
merited invitation,  put,  as  it  was,  in  tones  which 
expressed  great  earnestness  and  regard,  took  him 
aback.  He  felt  ill  at  ease,  and  his  wonted  self- 
possession  forsook  him.  Probably  much  of  this 
was  owing  to  physical  weakness. 

"  Come,  uncle,"  said  Guy  affectionately,  "  you 
won't  refuse  us?  We  all  live  together  in  the  cot- 
tage now,  but  we  don't  quite  fill  it ;  there  is  still 
one  room  to  spare,  and  my  wife  will  be  delighted 
to—" 

"  Your  wife !"  exclaimed  Denham  in  amazement, 

u  Yes,  uncle,"  replied  Guy  in  some  surprise.  "  Did 
you  not  get  our  cards  ?" 

Mr.  Denham  rested  his  forehead  again  in  his 
hand  in  some  confusion,  for  he  remembered  having 
received  a  letter  long  ago,  the  address  of  which  he 
knew  to  be  in  his  nephew's  hand,  and  supposing  it 
to  be  an  application  to  be  taken  back  into  the  office, 
he  had  tossed  it  into  the  fire  without  opening  it 
Feeling  much  perplexed,  he  said — "  Oh,  ah, — what 
is  the  lady's  name?" 

"  Lucy  Burton  was  her  maiden  name,"  said  Guy; 
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"she  is  the  daughter  of  an  Independent  minister, 
who  was  formerly  a  scripture-reader  in  Ramsgate." 

"  Humph !"  ejaculated  Denham.  "  Pray,  may  I 
ask  what  your  profession  is  now  ?* 

"I  am  cashier  in  the  office  of  a  very  intimate 
friend  of  ours — Mr.  Summers." 

"What!  the  house  with  which  we  do  so  much 
business?" 

"  The  same,"  said  Guy  with  a  smile ;  "  but  tell  me, 
uncle,  will  you  come  and  stay  with  us?  Do  say 
you  will,  if  it  were  only  for  a  week  or  two." 

"  111  think  of  it,  nephew." 

Mr.  Denham  did  think  of  it.  More  than  that,  he 
went,  and  said  he  would  stay  a  week.  He  stayed  a 
week,  and  found  himself  in  such  comfortable  quart- 
ers that  he  resolved  to  stay  a  fortnight  He  did  so, 
and  then  agreed  to  remain  a  month.  Finally,  it 
became  a  standing  joke  with  Eluenose,  who  was  a 
frequent  visitor  at  the  cottage  kitchen,  that  he 
(Denham)  was  no  better  than  the  play-actors,  who 
were  always  at  their  "  last  week  but  one,"  and  never 
tould  get  any  farther. 

But  Mr.  Denham's  health  did  not  improve.  He 
had  imbibed  so  much  tar  and  fog  and  filth  through 
his  nostrils,  that  his  constitution  could  not  recover 
from  the  effects,  and  at  last  it  began  to  dawn  upon 
him  that  health  was  of  greater  value  than  gold; 
that  the  accumukticF  of  wealth  was  not  the 
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object  for  which  man  had  been  created ;  that  there 
was  a  future  in  regard  to  which  it  would  be  well 
that  he  should  now  make  some  inquiries. 

Here  Mr.  Denham  turned  by  a  sort  of  instinct  to 
Amy  Kussel,  whose  face  was  like  a  beam  of  sunshine 
in  Sandhill  cottage,  and  whose  labours  among  the 
poor  and  the  afflicted  showed  that  she  regarded  life 
in  this  world  as  a  journey  towards  a  better ;  as  an 
opportunity  of  doing  good;  as  a  ladder  leading  to 
a  higher  and  happier  sphere.  In  regard  to  this 
sphere  he  (Denham)  knew  next  to  nothing — except, 
of  course,  intellectually.  Mr.  Denham  turned  to  the 
right  quarter  for  comfort,  and  found  it 

Still  the  merchant's  health  did  not  improve,  BO 
his  physicians  recommended  a  sea-voyage.  At  an 
earlier  period  in  his  career  he  would  as  soon — sooner, 
perhaps — have  taken  a  balloon  voyage,  but  sickness 
had  taught  him  wisdom.  He  gave  in ;  consented  to 
take  a  passage  in  one  of  his  own  ships,  the  "Trident" 
(which  had  made  several  good  voyages  to  Australia), 
and  ere  long  was  ploughing  over  the  billows  of  the 
South  Seas  on  his  way  to  the  antipodes.  Such  is 
life  I 

Wonderful  coincidences  are  of  constant  occur- 
rence in  this  world.  It  chanced  that  in  the  same 
year  that  Mr.  Denham  made  up  his  mind  to  take  a 
voyage  to  Australia  and  back,  Bax  and  Tommy 
Bogey  made  up  their  minds  to  give  ujj  digging  for 
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gold,  and  return  to  their  native  land.  Their  com- 
panion, Harry  Benton,  preferred  to  remain  in  the 
colony. 

Bax  and  Tommy  had  only  made  enough  to  keep 
themselves  alive  in  the  gold-fields  until  their  last 
year;  but,  during  this  year  they  had  been  more 
successful.  They  hit  on  a  good  "  claim,"  worked  it 
out,  and  cleared  two  thousand  pounds !  With  this 
they  resolved  to  retire,  and  push  their  fortunes  at 
home.  Believing  that  they  could  realize  more  by 
carrying  their  gold  home  in  dust  and  nuggets  than 
by  selling  it  in  the  colony,  they  had  it  packed  in 
boxes,  and  took  it  aboard  ship  along  with  them.  The 
ship  that  chanced  to  be  ready  to  sail  for  England  at 
this  time  was  the  "Trident,"  and  almost  the  first 
face  they  saw  on  going  aboard  was  the  well-known 
visage  of  Mr.  Denham ! 

Sea  air  had  done  him  good.  He  looked  strong 
and  well — comparatively.  Bax  and  he  started,  and 
gazed  in  surprise  on  each  other. 

"  How  are  you  ?"  said  Denham  with  some  stiffness 
of  manner. 

"  Thank  you,  very  well,"  answered  Bax. 

Then  both  men  felt  and  looked  a  little  awkward. 

"  A-hem !"  coughed  Denham. 

"  Hope  you're  well,  sir  ?"  said  Bax. 

There  was  little  in  the  words,  but  there  was  much 
m  tko  toae  in  which  this  was  said.  Mr.  Denham 
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advanced  and  held  out  his  hand.  Bax  shook  h 
warmly.  They  were  sufficiently  good  friends  dur- 
ing the  whole  of  that  voyage,  although  there  was 
just  enough  of  remembrance  of  former  days  in  the 
breast  of  each  to  prevent  anything  like  cordiality 
between  them. 

The  homeward  voyage  was  prosperous.  Favour- 
ing gales  wafted  them  on  their  way.  No  storms 
arose  to  cause  anxiety  to  the  brave,  or  to  terrify  the 
timid,  and  few  incidents  worthy  of  notice  occurred 
until  after  they  had  doubled  the  Cape  of  Good 
Hope.  But  soon  after  this  they  met  with  an  adven- 
ture which  deserves  record. 
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CHAPTER   XX. 

A  FIBE  AT  SKA. 

ON  the  troubled  breast  of  the  Atlantic,  a  little  to 
the  southward  of  that  great  collection  of  sea-weed, 
known  by  the  name  of  the  Sargasso  Sea,  lay  a  large 
ship. 

She  was  in  distress,  for  her  flag  was  hoisted  with 
the  Union  Jack  down.  The  nature  of  her  distress 
was  apparent  from  a  column  of  thick  smoke  that 
issued  from  the  fore-hatch.  The  most  terrible  of  all 
calamities  had  befallen  her — she  was  on  fire  ! 

That  she  was  an  emigrant  ship  was  apparent  from 
the  great  number  of  human  beings — men,  women, 
and  children — who  crowded  her  decks.  Before  the 
fire  broke  out  she  had  weathered  a  severe  gale,  the 
effects  of  which  had  not  yet  passed  away,  for,  al- 
though there  was  little  wind,  the  waves  were  still 
high,  and  the  burning  ship  rolled  and  plunged 
heavily. 

How  the  fire  originated  no  one  could  tell,  but  the 
instant  it  was  discovered,  the  captain-  who  was  a 
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brave  and  able  man,  took  prompt  measures  for  its 
extinction.  But  his  utmost  efforts  failed  of  success, 
because  (the  old  story)  there  was  not  suitable  machin- 
ery on  board  for  the  extinction  of  fire  !  The  owners 
of  this  ship,  however,  were  not,  like  too  many, 
utterly  regardless  of  human  life.  On  the  contrary, 
they  had  done  a  great  deal — much  more  than  is  done 
by  many  ship-owners — for  the  comfort  and  safety  of 
those  who  had  entrusted  their  lives  to  them.  There 
were  boats  on  board  sufficient  to  carry  the  entire 
crew  and  passengers ;  and  two  of  these  were  life- 
boats. There  was  also  a  large  supply  of  life-buoys 
and  life-jackets ;  the  latter  being  made  of  cork,  in 
such  a  form  that  the  wearers  might  be  able  to  work 
in  them  without  inconvenience.  But  in  preparing 
the  ship  for  sea,  fire  had  not  been  sufficiently  con- 
sidered. There  was  no  fire-engine  aboard.  Buckets 
there  were,  and  these  were  plied  with  vigour,  but,  as 
we  have  said,  without  success. 

Finding  that  the  fire  continued  to  gain  strength, 
the  captain  ordered  the  ship  to  be  scuttled ;  in  other 
words,  to  be  flooded  by  opening  the  lower  ports  and 
letting  the  sea  rush  in.  The  ship  was  one  of  those 
old  East  Indiamen,  which  in  former  days  carried 
guns  and  marines  like  our  men-of-war.  The  ports 
were  soon  knocked  out,  and  the  sea  burst  in,  foam- 
ing and  splashing  like  a  mill-raee  when  the  sluice 
is  drawn  as  it  swept  towards  the  hold,  carrying 
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boxes,  bulk- Leads,  loose  furniture  and  all  before  it 
When  it  poured  in  a  mighty  cataract  into  the  hold, 
the  terrified  multitude  that  crowded  the  upper  deck 
entertained  the  hope  for  a  few  minutes  that  the  fire 
would  certainly  be  put  out.  Their  hope  was  quickly 
crushed,  for  the  ship  soon  gave  signs  of  being  water- 
logged and  threatened  to  settle  down,  rendering  it 
necessary  to  close  the  ports  before  the  fire  was 
subdued. 

A  wail  of  despair  rose  from  them  when  this  was 
done,  for  now  they  knew  that  the  ship  was  doomed, 
and  that  death  in  two  o>f  its  most  appalling  forms 
stared  them  in  the  face.  The  scene  that  followed 
was  heart-rending.  The  more  timid  among  the 
passengers  lost  self-command.  Some  fell  on  their 
knees,  and  with  bitter  cries  implored  God  to  have 
mercy  on  them.  Others  took  passionate  farewell  of 
each  other,  or  sat  clinging  to  each  other  in  the 
silence  of  despair.  Many  became  frantic,  rushed 
about  the  decks  and  tore  their  hair,  and  a  few  of 
the  braver  spirits  moved  calmly  and  silently  about, 
doing  anything  that  required  to  be  done,  or  coolly 
making  preparation  for  the  last  struggle. 

Among  these  last  were  several  women,  who,  sus~ 
tained  by  the  Christian's  hope,  went  about  comfort- 
ing their  companions  and  calming  the  poor  children. 
In  some  cases  they  became  the  centres  of  little 
groups  of  men  and  women,  who  listened  intently 
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while  they  read  the  word  of  God,  or  joined  with 
them  in  prayer.  Many  cursing  lips  had  become 
silent  now,  or  tremblingly  attempted  to  call  on 
our  Saviour,  for  the  first  time,  in  earnest. 

Meanwhile  the  officers  and  crew  were  not  idle. 
Preparation  was  made  to  lower  the  boats.  The  life- 
buoys and  belts  wei*  got  ready,  and  everything  was 
done  to  facilitate  the  abandoning  of  the  vessel  before 
she  should  be  utterly  consumed. 

The  ordinary  ship's  boats  were  converted  into  life- 
boats by  the  simple  contrivance  of  fastening  small 
empty  casks  all  round  them  under  the  seats,  and  a 
large-sized  cask  in  the  stern  and  bow  of  each. 

As  the  sea  was  still  running  high,  the  operation 
of  lowering  was  a  matter  of  difficulty  and  danger. 
The  women  and  children  were  put  into  the  first  boat 
while  it  hung  suspended  at  the  davits.  Two  men 
stood  by  to  detach  the  hooks  that  held  the  boat  by 
the  bow  and  stern  the  instant  she  should  touch  the 
water.  This  was  the  moment  of  danger;  for,  if  one 
man  should  succeed  in  this  and  the  other  fail,  th| 
inevitable  consequence  would  be  that  the  stern  o* 
the  bow  of  the  boat  would  be  jerked  into  the  air, 
and  the  people  in  her  hurled  into  the  sea. 

Four  boats  were  lowered  and  cast  off  in  safety. 
The  fifth,  which  contained  men  chiefly,  with  only 
two  or  three  women  and  no  children,  was  upset. 
The  man  in  the  bow  could  not  detach  his  hook; 
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it  remained  fast  while  the  stem  hook  was  cast  off; 
and  when  the  ship  rose  it  hung  suspended  by  the 
bow.  Instantly  the  people  in  her  were  straggling 
in  the  waves.  The  captain,  knowing  that  this  might 
occur,  had  ordered  a  dozen  of  the  strongest  of  his 
men  to  put  on  cork  life-belts,  and  stand  in  the 
main  chains  to  be  in  readiness.  These  at  once 
leaped  into  the  sea,  and  supported  the  people, 
until  another  boat  was  lowered  for  them.  But 
a  misfortune  here  befell  them.  While  one  of 
the  boats  was  swinging  it  was  dashed  against  the 
ship's  side  so  violently  as  to  be  stove  in  and  ren- 
dered useless.  This  accident  happened  also  to 
another  boat,  so  that,  even  by  overloading  those 
that  remained,  it  would  now  be  impossible  to  ac- 
commodate every  one. 

In  this  dilemma,  the  captain  at  once  gave  orders 
to  heave  overboard  all  the  spare  spars  and  the  hen- 
coops, together  with  enough  of  cordage  for  the  con- 
struction of  a  raft  This  was  promptly  done,  and 
the  raft  was  sufficiently  far  advanced  in  the  course 
of  an  hour  to  admit  of  the  emigrants  being  placed 
upon  It 

It  was  during  the  formation  of  this  raft  that  the 
great  value  of  the  life-belts  became  manifest  While 
the  spars  were  in  a  loose  and  half-fastened  state, 
the  men  were  obliged  to  work  in  the  water.  To 
have  done  this  without  the  support  of  the  belt* 
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•would  have  been  very  exhausting,  almost  impos- 
sible ;  but  with  their  floating  power  the  men  could 
work  with  both  hands,  and  move  about  almost  as 
freely  in  the  water  as  on  land. 

The  life-buoys  were  also  of  the  greatest  value  at 
this  time;  for  the  burning  ship  became  so  hot, 
before  the  raft  was  ready,  that  the  passengers  were 
obliged  to  jump  overboard  and  get  upon  it  as  they 
best  could,  or  float  about  until  there  was  room  for 
them  all  In  these  circumstances  the  buoys  were 
the  means  of  saving  the  lives  of  some  who  could 
not  swim. 

It  was  late  in  the  evening  when  the  raft  was  com- 
menced, and  night  was  far  advanced  before  it  was 
completed.  During  all  this  time  the  boats  remained 
close  to  it,  after  having  hauled  it  a  short  distance 
from  the  burning  ship,  which  latter  was  now  a  mass 
of  flame  from  the  deck  to  the  mast-heads,  rendering 
the  whole  scene  as  bright  as  day.  After  the  rigging 
was  consumed,  and  the  masts  had  fallen  over  the 
side,  the  hull  continued  to  burn,  for  a  considerable 
time,  with  less  flame  but  with  a  dull  red  glow  that 
afforded  sufficient  light  to  the  workers.  It  was  for- 
tunate the  light  lasted  so  long,  for  the  night  was 
so  dark  that  it  would  otherwise  have  been  almost 
impossible  to  have  worked  at  the  raft — tossed  and 
rolled  about  as  it  was  by  the  heavy  sea. 

It  was  a  strange  weird  sight,  that  busy  glowing 
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scene  of  disaster  out  upon  the  black  ocean  at  mid- 
night; and  wonderful — unaccountable — did  it  appear 
in  the  eyes  of  the  night-watch  on  board  the  "  Tri- 
dent," as  that  ship  came  over  the  sea,  ploughing  up 
the  water  before  a  steady  breeze  which  had  sprung 
up  soon  after  the  sun  went  down. 

"  What  can  it  be  ?"  said  Mr.  Denham  to  the  cap- 
tain when  they  first  observed  the  light  on  the  horizon. 

"A  steamer,  perhaps,"  replied  the  captain. 

"  No  steamer  ever  spouted  fire  like  that,"  said  Bax, 
who  was  the  only  other  passenger  on  deck,  all  the 
others  having  gone  to  rest ;  "  the  steamers  on  the 
American  lakes  and  rivers  do  indeed  spout  sparks 
and  flames  of  fire  like  giant  squibs,  but  then  they 
burn  wood.  Ocean  steamers  never  flare  up  like  that. 
I  fear  it  is  a  ship  on  fire." 

•  Think  you  so?  steer  straight  for  it,  captain," 
said  Mr.  Denham,  whose  heart,  under  the  influence 
of  bad  health,  and,  latterly,  of  considerable  experi- 
ence in  the  matter  of  human  suffering,  had  become 
a  little  softer  than  it  used  to  be. 

The  ship's  course  was  altered,  and  long  before  the 
wreck  was  reached  her  decks  swarmed  with  men  and 
women  who  had  got  up  in  haste  at  the  first  mention 
of  the  word  "  fire," — some  of  them  with  a  confused 
notion  that  their  own  vessel  was  in  danger ! 

It  was  indeed  a  novel  and  terribly  interest- 
ing sight  to  most  of  those  on  board  the  "Trident" 
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At  first  they  saw  the  burning  vessel  like  a  red 
meteor  rising  on  the  waves  and  disappearing  in  the 
hollows ;  then  the  flames  grew  fierce,  and  spread  a 
halo  round  the  doomed  ship  that  shone  out  vividly 
against  the  surrounding  darkness.  This  latter  was 
rendered  intensely  deep  by  contrast  with  the  light 
Then  the  masts  went  over  the  side,  and  a  bright 
volume  of  sparks  and  scattered  tongues  of  flame  shot 
up  into  the  sky,  after  which  the  hull  shone  like  a 
glow-worm  until  they  drew  quite  near.  The  busy 
workers  at  the  raft  were  too  anxiously  intent  on 
their  occupation  to  observe  the  approach  of  the 
"Trident,*  whose  black  hull  was  nearly  invisible, 
and  whose  small  lanterns  might  well  have  been 
overlooked  on  such  an  occasion. 

"  They  don't  see  us,"  observed  Mr.  Denham. 

This  was  abundantly  evident  Within  the  circle 
of  red  light,  they  could  see  the  raft  and  the  boats 
floating  close  to  it ;  the  men  in  cork -jackets  toiling 
in  the  water  and  on  floating  spars,  with  ropes,  hand- 
spikes, and  axes.  It  was  not  until  the  "Trident" 
herself  came  within  the  circle  of  light,  and  hove-to, 
with  flapping  sails,  that  the  people  in  the  boats 
became  aware  of  her  presence. 

Then,  indeed,  there  arose  a  shout  of  joy  such  as 
could  be  uttered  only  by  men  and  women  snatched 
suddenly  and  unexpectedly  from  the  very  jaws  of 
death.  Again  and  again  it  burst  forth,  and  was  replied 
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to  by  the  people  in  the  "  Trident,"  many  of  whom 
•were  so  excited  by  the  scene,  and  BO  overjoyed  at  the 
thought  of  having  come  up  in  time  to  save  so  many 
human  beings,  that  they  burst  into  tears ;  while 
others  went  down  on  their  knees  and  thanked  God 
fervently. 

Seeing  that  the  people  were  getting  excited,  and 
knowing  that  order  must  be  preserved,  if  the  work  that 
lay  before  them  was  to  be  done  speedily  and  without 
accident,  the  captain  sprang  into  the  rigging,  ordered 
the  women  and  children  to  go  below,  and  assured 
the  male  passengers  that  if  any  of  them  showed  a 
disposition  to  be  obstinate  or  unruly  they  also 
should  be  ordered  below.  This  had  the  desired 
effect.  Order  was  at  once  restored,  and  the  captain 
then  called  for  volunteers  from  among  the  stoutest 
of  those  on  board  to  go  into  the  chains,  and  lift  the 
women  and  children  out  of  the  boats. 

The  appeal  was  responded  to  by  all  the  strong 
men  in  the  ship — foremost  and  strongest  among 
whom  was  our  friend  Bax.  From  among  these  the 
captain  selected  the  men  that  seemed  best  able  for 
the  work  they  undertook  to  do ;  and  this,  be  it  un- 
derstood, was  no  child's  play. 

The  state  of  the  sea  rendered  it  extremely  diffi- 
cult and  dangerous  to  bring  the  boats  alongside, 
heavily  laden  as  they  were  with  human  beings.  To 
get  the  men  on  board  would  be  difficult  enough, 
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even  although  they  would  in  most  cases  be  able  to 
spring,  and  lay  hold  of  ropes,  and  otherwise  help 
themselves;  but  to  get  out  the  women  and  chil- 
dren by  such  means  was  not  to  be  thought  ot  The 
men  of  the  "  Trident"  who  had  the  strongest  arms 
and  chests  were  therefore  sent  into  the  chains,  where 
they  leaned  forward  in  slings  with  outstretched 
anna,  and  whenever  the  boats  sheered  up  close 
enough  they  caught  women  or  children  in  their  vice- 
like  grasp  and  dragged  them  on  board. 

Bar,  owing  to  his  unusual  strength  and  breadth 
of  shoulders,  was  peculiarly  fitted  for  this  laborious 
duty.  His  long  reach  of  arm  enabled  him  to  stretch 
far  beyond  the  others,  and  in  several  instances 
he  caught  hold  of  and  rescued  women  after  his 
companions  had  failed.  Thus  a  much  larger  por- 
tion of  the  work  fell  upon  him  than  on  any  of  the 
others. 

In  this  sort  of  work  Tommy  Bogey  was  of  no  use 
whatever ;  and  severely  did  his  youth  and  want  of 
physical  strength  press  upon  his  spirits  that  night, 
poor  boy!  But  Tommy's  nature  would  not  allow 
him  to  sit  down  and  do  nothing.  Feeling  that  he 
could  not  do  manly  work,  he  set  himself  with  right 
good-will  to  womanly  employment  He  assisted  in 
carrying  the  children  below  when  they  were  handed 
over  the  side,  helped  to  strip  them,  and  brought  dry 
clothing  and  blankets,  besides  doing  an  immense 
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Amount  of  what  may  be  termed  stewardess*  work  for 
the  poor  ladies.  There  were  others  on  board  who 
worked  willingly  and  well,  but  none  who  were  so 
ubiquitous  as  he ;  none  who  knew  so  thoroughly 
what  to  do  and  how  to  do  it,  and  none,  certainly, 
who  did  everything  with  such  a  superabundance  of 
energy. 

Once  or  twice  Tommy  stopped  in  the  middle  of 
these  occupations  to  see  how  Bax  was  getting  on ; 
for  to  his  rather  partial  eyes  it  seemed  that  his  friend 
was  doing  the  whole  work,  and  that  everybody  else 
was  merely  looking  on  ! 

On  one  of  these  occasions  he  saw  Bax  sustaining 
\he  weight  of  an  old  man  and  a  young  woman. 

The  girl  was  the  old  man's  daughter;  she  had 
clung  to  him  in  the  boat  and  refused  to  let  him  go, 
having  lost  self-command  through  terror.  Ignorant 
of  this,  and  observing  that  the  old  man  could  not 
help  himself,  Bax  grasped  him  under  the  arms  the 
first  time  he  came  within  reach.  The  boat  was 
immediately  swept  away  by  the  passing  wave,  leav- 
ing the  old  man  and  the  girl,  who  still  clung  with  a 
death-like  grasp  to  him,  suspended  in  the  air.  Bax's 
great  strength  enabled  him  to  support  this  double 
weight,  but  he  could  not  draw  then,  up.  A  comrade 
stooped  to  assist  him,  but  the  strain  on  the  sling  was 
so  great  that  it  gave  way,  and  Bax,  with  hia  burden, 
fell  into  the  sea  like  lead. 
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Tommy  saw  this  happen.  There  were  plenty  of 
loose  ropes  about  He  seized  the  end  of  one  and 
leaped  overboard  instantly.  He  sank  for  a  second 
or  two,  and  on  coming  to  the  surface  looked  hastily 
round.  A  hand  was  raised  above  the  water  near 
him.  He  knew  it  to  be  that  of  his  friend,  and 
struck  out  for  it,  but  it  disappeared.  Again  it  rose, 
and  there  was  a  convulsive  grasping  of  the  fingers. 
Tommy  made  one  stroke  and  placed  the  rope  in  it 
The  fingers  closed  like  a  vice.  Next  moment  the 
ship  rose  and  lifted  Bax  completely  out  of  the 
water,  with  the  old  man  and  the  girl  still  clinging  to 
him.  Before  the  ship  sank  again  the  boat  sheered 
up,  and  they  were  all  pulled  into  it ! 

To  leap  on  board  the  "  Trident"  again,  and  resume 
his  position  with  a  new  and  stronger  sling,  was 
comparatively  easy  work  for  Bax.  Tommy  clam- 
bered up,  too,  close  behind  him.  Passing  a  strong 
rope  round  his  friend's  waist,  he  said  quietly : 

*  It  won't  do  to  risk  that  again." 

"  True,  Tommy,"  said  Bax ;  "  run  below,  and  fetch 
me  a  glass  o'  brandy,  lad.  That  last  plunge  almost 
floored  me." 

The  boy  leaped  over  the  side  and  dived  below. 
He  re-appeared  in  a  few  seconds  with  a  tin  can,  with 
which  he  clambered  over  the  side  into  the  chains, 
and  held  it  to  his  friend's  lips.  Bax  drained  it  at  a 
draught,  and  Tommy  left  him  without  another  word. 
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The  whole  of  this  scene  was  enacted  with  the 
utmost  speed  and  energy.  The  spectators  seemed 
to  be  paralysed  with  amazement  at  the  quiet  self- 
possession  of  the  man  and  the  boy,  both  of  whom 
appeared  to  divine  each  other's  thoughts,  and  to  work 
into  each  other's  hands  with  the  precision  and  cer- 
tainty of  a  machine ;  they  did  it  all,  too,  as  if  they 
were  entirely  alone  in  the  work.  Until  now  they 
had  been  watched  with  breathless  anxiety;  but 
when  Tommy  gave  Bax  the  can  of  brandy,  and  then 
gravely  went  below  with  a  baby  that  had  just  been 
rescued  in  Lis  arms,  there  arose  a  wild  cheer  of 
admiration,  not  unmingled  with  laughter,  from  those 
who  had  witnessed  his  conduct 

But  their  attention  was  soon  turned  again  to  the 
boats,  two  of  which  still  remained  with  their  freight 
on  the  heaving  water.  Many  incidents  of  a  thrill- 
ing nature  were  enacted  that  night  One  of  the 
most  interesting,  perhaps,  occurred  soon  after  that 
which  has  just  been  related. 

In  one  of  the  boats  was  the  young  wife  of  an 
emigrant,  who,  having  been  compelled  to  separate 
from  his  wife  and  child  when  they  left  the  burning 
ship  in  the  first  boat,  had  come  alongside  of  the 
"Trident"  in  another  boat  Being  an  active  man, 
he  had  caught  a  rope  and  hauled  himself  on  board 
some  time  before  his  wife  was  rescued.  The  poor 
young  mother  had  tied  her  infant  tightly  to  her 
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bosom  by  means  of  a  shawl,  in  order  to  make  sure 
that  she  should  share  its  fate,  whatever  that 
might  be. 

When  the  boat  sheered  up  alongside,  her  husband 
was  standing  in  the  chains,  anxious  to  render  her 
assistance.  The  woman  chanced  to  come  near  to 
Bex,  but  not  sufficiently  so  to  grasp  him.  She  had 
witnessed  his  great  power  and  success  in  saying 
others,  and  a  feeling  of  strong  confidence  made  her 
resolve  to  be  caught  hold  of  by  him,  if  possible. 
She  therefore  drew  back  from  the  grasp  of  a  stout 
fellow  who  held  out  his  brawny  arms  to  her. 

Bax  noticed  this  occur  twice,  and  understood  the 
poor  woman's  motive.  Feeling  proud  of  the  con- 
fidence thus  placed  in  him,  he  watched  his  oppor- 
tunity. The  boat  surged  up,  but  did  not  come  near 
enough.  It  swept  away  from  the  ship,  and  the  pool 
woman's  hands  played  nervously  about  the  folds  oi 
the  shawl,  as  she  tried  to  adjust  them  more  securely 
round  her  infant  Again  the  boat  rose  on  a  wave  ; 
the  woman  stood  ready,  and  Bax  stooped.  It  did 
not  come  quite  near  enough,  but  the  disappointed 
woman,  becoming  desperate,  suddenly  put  her  foot 
on  the  gunwale,  stood  up  at  full  length,  and  stretched 
out  her  arms.  Bax  just  caught  her  by  the  hands 
when  the  boat  was  swept  from  under  her. 

Similar  incidents  had  occurred  so  often  that  little 
moiety  was  felt ;  but  our  hero's  strength  was  now 
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thoroughly  exhausted.  He  oonld  not  haul  her  up, 
he  could  only  hold  on  and  shout  for  assistance.  It 
was  promptly  rendered,  hut  before  the  poor  woman 
could  he  rescued  the  infant  slipped  from  the  shawl, 
which  the  straightening  of  the  mother's  anna  and 
her  suspended  position  had  loosened.  A  cry  hurst 
from  the  agonized  father,  who  stooped,  and  stood  in 
the  attitude  of  one  ready  to  plunge  into  the  sea. 
The  mother  felt  the  child  slipping,  and  a  piercing 
shriek  escaped  from  her  as  she  raised  her  knees  and 
caught  it  hetween  them.  With  muscular  power, 
intensified  by  a  mother's  love,  she  held  the  infant  in 
this  strange  position  until  both  were  drawn  up  and 
placed  in  safety  on  the  deck  ! 

This  was  the  last  of  Bax's  achievements  on  that 
eventful  night,  He  was  so  thoroughly  worn  out  by 
the  long-continued  and  tremendous  exertions  he 
had  been  called  on  to  make,  that  his  strength,  great 
though  it  was,  broke  down.  He  staggered  down  into 
the  cabin,  flung  himself,  wet  as  he  was,  on  a  couch, 
and  almost  instantly  fell  into  a  sleep  so  deep  that  he 
could  not  be  roused  for  more  than  a  moment  or  two 
at  a  time.  Seeing  this,  Tommy  bade  the  bystanders 
leave  him  alone  for  a  few  minutes  until  he  should 
come  back,  when,  according  to  his  own  expression, 
"he  would  screw  him  up  all  right  and  tight!" 
Every  one  was  by  this  time  so  thoroughly  convinced 
that  the  boy  was  quite  able  to  manage  his  friend 
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that  they  stood  still  awaiting  his  return  with  much 
curiosity. 

Tommy  soon  returned  with  a  tumbler  of  hot 
brandy  and  water,  followed  by  the  steward  with  a 
pile  of  blankets. 

"  Hold  that  a  minute,"  said  the  boy,  handing  the 
tumbler  to  a  little  old  gentleman  who  stood  swaying 
to  and  fro  with  the  motion  of  the  vessel,  and  staring 
at  Bax  as  if  he  had  been  a  half-drowned  sea-monster. 

"  Now,  then,"  cried  Tommy,  punching  his  friend 
severely  in  the  ribs,  seizing  the  hair  of  his  head  with 
both  hands,  and  shaking  him  until  his  neck  seemed 
dislocated, — to  the  surprise  of  all  and  the  horror  of 
not  a  few ! 

The  result  was  that  Bax  grumbled  angrily,  half 
awoke,  and  raised  himself  on  one  elbow. 

"  Drink,  you  torn-tit  !*  said  the  boy,  catching  the 
tumbler  from  the  old  gentleman,  and  applying  it  to 
his  Mend's  lips. 

Bax  smiled,  drank,  and  fell  back  on  the  pillow  with 
a  deep  sigh  of  satisfaction.  Then  Tommy  spread 
blanket  after  blanket  over  him,  and  "  tucked  him 
in"  so  neatly  and  with  such  a  business-like  air,  that 
two  or  three  mothers  then  present  expressed  their 
admiration  and  wonder  in  audible  whispers. 

"While  Bax  was  being  thus  carefully  tended  by 
Tommy  and  a  knot  of  sympathizers,  the  passengers 
and  crew  vied  with  each  other  in  making  the  res- 
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cued  people  as  comfortable  as  circumstances  would 
permit. 

Meanwhile  the  "  Trident"  was  again  laid  on  her 
course,  and,  thus  crowded  with  human  beings,  steered 
before  favouring  breezes  for  the  shores  of  old  Eng- 
land. 
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CHAPTER  XXL 

jnrSMBIOUS  DODKU. 

WE  return,  now,  to  the  coast  of  Kent,  and  beg 
the  reader  to  follow  as  into  the  Smuggler's  Cave  at 
St  Margaret's  Bay. 

Here,  in  a  dark  corner,  sat  old  Jeph.  It  was  a 
stormy  Sunday  afternoon.  The  old  man  had  gone 
to  the  bay  to  visit  Coleman,  and  accompany  him  to 
his  place  of  worship.  Jeph  had  wandered  al  me  in 
the  direction  of  the  cave  after  church.  He  found 
that  some  one  had  recently  cleared  its  mouth  of  the 
rubbish  that  usually  filled  it,  and  that,  by  bending 
low,  he  could  gain  an  entrance. 

Being  of  an  adventurous  disposition,  the  old  man 
went  in,  and,  seating  himself  on  a  projecting  rock  in 
a  dark  corner,  fell  into  a  profound  reverie.  He  was 
startled  out  of  this  by  the  Bound  of  approaching 
footsteps. 

"Come  in,  come  in,"  said  a  deep  hoarse  voice, 
which  Jeph  at  once  recognised  as  that  of  Long  Or 
rick,  his  old  enemy.    "  Come  in,  Kick ;  you  seem 
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to  have  got  a'feer'd  o*  the  dark  of  late.  Well  be 
out  o*  sight  hero,  and  111  amuse  ye  till  this  squall 
blows  over  with  an  account  o'  what  I  heer'd  the  old 

ynftp  say." 

"  This  squall,  as  ye  call  it,  won't  blow  over  so  soon 
as  ye  think,"  replied  Rodney  Kick  in  a  sulky  tone. 
"  Hows'ever,  we  may  as  well  Trait  here  as  anywhere 
else ;  or  die  here  for  all  that  I  care  !" 

"  Hallo !  messmate,  wot's  ado  that  ye  should  go 
into  the  blues  when  we're  on  the  pint  o'  makin'  our 
fortins?"  said  Orrick. 

"  Ado !"  cried  Rodney  angrily,  "  is  it  not  bad 
enough  to  be  called  messmate  by  you,  and  not  be 
able  to  deny  it  t" 

"  You're  civil,  anyhow,"  said  Orrick,  with  an  oath. 

"  I  mean  to  be,"  retorted  Nick,  fiercely. 

'•'  Come,  come,  it's  no  use  quarrelling,"  said  Orrick, 
with  an  affectation  of  good-humour.  "  Never  say  die, 
Nick;  them's  the  words  o'  the  iinmortial  Nelson, 
w'en  he  gave  the  signal  to  blaze  away  at  Trafalgar. 
But  sit  ye  down  here  on  this  rock,  and  Til  tell  ye  all 
about  wot  I  see'd  last  night  Te'd  like  to  know,  I 
dessay." 

"  I'd  like  to  have  knowM  sooner,  if  you  had  seen 
fit  to  tell  me,*  said  Rodney  Nick,  in  a  gruff  tone. 

"  Well  then,  keep  yer  mind  easy,  and  here  goes. 
You  know  as  how  I  chanced  to  hear  old  Jeph  make 
an  appointment  with  that  young  puppy,  Guy  Foster, 
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to  meet  him  at  the  darkest  hour  o'  night  at  the  tomb 
o'  Mary  Baz.  Thinks  I,  it  won't  be  for  nothin'  you 
goin'  to  meet  at  sich  an  hour  in  sich  a  place,  my 
hearties,  so  111  go  an'  keep  ye  company  in  a  private 
way! 

"  Yon  may  be  sure  I  was  up  to  time.  Two  hours 
did  I  wait  in  the  ditch  behind  the  tomb,  and  I  can 
tell  ye,  Nick,  it's  desprit  eerie  work  a-sittin'  there 
all  alone  of  a  dark  night,  a-countin'  of  the  beatins 
of  yer  'art,  an'  thinkin'  every  shadow  of  the  clouds  is 
a  ghost  Hows'ever,  the  old  man  came  at  last,  and 
lies  down  flat  on  the  grave,  and  begins  to  groan  a 
bit  Arter  that  he  takes  to  prayin',  an',  d'ye  know, 
the  way  that  old  feller  prays  is  a  caution.  The  par- 
sons couldn't  hold  a  candle  to  him.  Not  that  I 
ever  heer'd  ony  of  'em,  but  I  s'pose  they  couldn't ! 

"  Well,  he  was  cut  short  in  the  middle  by  the 
arrival  of  the  puppy — ." 

"  Wot  puppy  ?"  inquired  Eodney. 

"  Guy,  to  be  sure ;  ain't  he  the  biggest  puppy  in 
Deal  ?"  said  Orrick. 

"  Mayhap,  but  he  ain't  the  longest,"  retorted  Eod- 
ney; "goon." 

"  Humph ! — well,  down  sits  Guy  on  the  head  o' 
the  tombstone,  and  pats  old  Jeph  on  the  shoulder. 

" '  Here  I  am,  Jeph;  come  now,  what  is  it  you  are 
BO  anxious  to  tell  me'  ? 

"  The  old  man  sat  up :  '  I'm  goin'  to  die/  says  he.* 
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"  'Nonsense/  cried  the  young  'un,  in  a  cheerie  tone, 
by  way  of  "  don't  say  that."  '  You're  as  tough  as  an 
old  bo'sn.  Come,  that  wasn't  what  you  wanted  to 
tell  me,  I'm  sure.' 

" '  Ay,  but  it  was,'  says  the  old  man  in  sich  an 
earnest  voice  that  the  young  'un  was  forced  to  be- 
come serious.  '  listen,  Guy,'  he  goes  on, '  I'm  goin' 
to  die,  an'  there's  no  one  in  this  world  as  I've  got  to 
look  after  me.' 

"  Guy  was  goin'  to  interrupt  him  at  this  point, 
but  he  laid  his  hand  on  his  shoulder  and  bade  hiim 
be  silent 

"  'I've  got  no  relations,  Guy,  except  two,'  says  he, 
'  an'  I've  no  childer.  I  never  married.  The  only  girl 
I  ever  loved  lies  under  the  cold,  cold  sod.  You  know 
that  I'm  a  poor  man,  an'  the  two  relations  I  spoke 
of  are  rich — rich — ay,  and  they're  fond  o'  money. 
Mayhap  that's  the  reason  they  are  rich  !  Moreover, 
they  know  I've  got  the  matter  o'  forty  pounds  or 
thereabouts,  and  I  know  that  when  I  die  they'll  fight 
for  it — small  though  it  is,  and  rich  though  they  be 
— and  my  poor  fortune  will  either  go  to  them  or  to 
the  lawyers.  Now,  Guy,  this  must  not  be;  so  I 
want  you  to  do  me  a  kindness.  I'm  too  old  and 
frail  to  go  about  matters  o'  business,  an'  I  never  was 
good  at  wot  they  call  business  in  my  best  days,  so 
I  want  you  to  pay  all  my  debts  for  me,  and  bring 
me  the  receipts.' 

f 
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" '  I'll  do  it,  Jeph,'  said  Guy, '  and  much  more  than 
that,  if  you'll  only  tell  me  how  I  can  serve  you ; 
but  you  mustn't  speak  in  that  sorrowful  way  about 
dying.' 

" '  Sorrowful !'  cries  the  old  man,  quite  surprised 
like; ' bless  your  heart,  I'm  not  sorrowful.  Don't  the 
Book  say,  "  If  a  better  to  be  absent  from  the  body 
and  present  with  the  Lord  ?"  (ah,  you  may  grin  as  you 
please,  Nick,  but  I  give  ye  the  'xact  words  o'  the 
old  hypocrite.)  '  No,  no,  Guy,'  continued  Jeph, '  I'll 
be  right  glad  to  go ;  many  a  sad  yet  pleasant  hour 
have  I  spent  here,  but  I'm  weary  now,  and  would 
fain  go,  if  the  Lord  will  Now,  it's  my  opinion  that 
I've  just  two  weeks  to  live — ' 

* '  Jeph !'  exclaimed  Guy. 

* '  Don't  interrupt  me,  lad.  I've  got  two  weeks  to 
live,  so  I  want  you  to  go  and  arrange  about  my 
funeraL  Get  a  coffin  made— I  used  to  be  six  feet 
when  I  was  young,  but  I  dessay  I'm  shorter  now — 
and  get  the  undertaker  to  cast  up  beforehand  wot 
it'll  all  come  to,  and  pay  him,  and  bring  me  the 
receipts.  Will  ye  do  this,  lad  ?' 

" '  I  will,  if  you  wish  it,  but — 

«'  If  I  didn't  wish  it  I  wouldn't  ask  it' 

'"Well,  Jeph/  said  Guy,  earnestly,  'I  unll&o 
it 

" '  Thank 'ee,  lad,  thank  'ee.  I  know*d  ye  would, 
•o  I  brought  the  money  with  me.  Here  it  is — forty 
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pounds  all  told ;  you'll  pay  for  the  things,  and  bring 
me  the  receipts,  and  keep  the  rc&t  and  use  it  in  the 
service  of  God.  I  know  I  can  trust  you,  lad,  so 
that's  enough.  All  I  want  is  to  prevent  my  small 
savin's  goin'  to  the  winds,  or  to  those  as  don't  need 
'em ;  you  understand  how  to  give  it  to  those  as 
do.'" 

"  Is  that  all  ?"  said  Kodney  Nick,  impatiently. 

"No,  that's  not  all,"  replied  his  companion, 
"  though  if  it  was  all,  it's  a  rather  coorious  fact,  for 
which  ye  might  thank  me  for  takin'  the  trouble  to 
tell  you.  But  you're  thankless  by  nature.  It  seems 
to  me  that  nother  you  nor  me's  likely  to  trouble  Guy 
Foster  to  look  arter  our  spare  cash  in  that  way !  But 
that  ain't  the  end  o'  my  story  yet." 

"  What !  you  didn't  rob  'em  ?  eh !  you  didn't  pitch 
into  the  'Puppy,'  and  ease  him  o'  the  shiners?" 

Kodney  Nick  said  this  with  a  sneer,  for  he  was 
well  aware  that  his  boastful  companion  would  not 
have  risked  a  single-handed  encounter  with  Guy  on 
any  consideration. 

"  No,  I  didn't ;  it  warn't  worth  the  trouble,"  said 
Orrick,  "  but — you  shall  hear.  Arter  the  old  man 
had  said  his  say,  Guy  asked  him  if  that  was  all,  for 
if  it  was,  he  didn't  see  no  occasion  to  make  no  secret 
about  it 

" '  No,'  said  the  old  man,  '  that's  not  all  I  want 
you  to  take  charge  of  a  packet,  and  give  it  to  Bax 
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after  I'm  gone.  No  one  must  break  the  seal  but 
Bax.  Poor  Bax,  I'd  thought  to  have  seen  him  once 
again  before  I  went  I'll  leave  the  old  house  to 
him ;  it  ain't  worth  much,  but  you  can  look  alter  it 
for  him,  or  for  Tommy  Bogey,  if  Bax  don't  want  it. 
Many  a  happy  evening  we've  spent  in  it  together. 
I  wanted  to  give  you  the  parcel  here — here  out  on 
the  dark  Sandhills,  where  no  one  but  God  hears  us. 
If  s  wonderful  what  a  place  the  town  is  for  eaves- 
droppin' !  so  I  made  you  come  out  here.  You  must 
promise  me  never  to  open  the  packet  unless  you  find 
that  Bax  is  dead ;  then  you  may  open  it,  and  do  as 
you  think  fit  You  promise  me  this  ?' 

" '  I  do/  said  Guy,  as  the  old  man  pulled  a  small 
packet,  wrapped  up  in  brown  paper,  from  his  breast 
pocket,  and  put  it  into  hia  hands.  Then,  they  rose 
and  went  away  together." 

"  Well  I"  said  Rodney  Nick. 

"  Well !"  echoed  Long  Orrick,  "  wot  then  ?" 

u  What  next?  what  d'ye  want  to  do?"  inquired 
Rodney. 

"  Do,"  cried  Orrick,  "  I  mean  to  get  hold  o'  that 
packet  if  I  can,  by  fair  means  or  by  foul,  that 's  wot 
I  mean  to  do,  and  I  mean  that  you  shall  help  me !" 

The  reader  may  imagine  what  were  the  feelings 
of  the  poor  old  man  as  he  sat  in  the  dark  corner  of 
the  cave  listening  to  this  circumstantial  relation  of 
his  most  secret  affairs.  When  he  heard  Long  Orrick's 
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last  words,  and  felt  how  utterly  powerless  he  was  in 
his  weakness  to  counteract  him  in  his  designs,  he 
could  not  prevent  the  escape  of  a  deep  groan. 

The  effect  on  the  two  men  was  electrical.  They 
sprang  up,  filled  with  superstitious  horror,  and  fled 
precipitately  from  the  cave. 

Old  Jeph  staggered  out  after  them,  and  made  for 
the  cottage  of  his  Mend  Coleman,  The  latter  met 
him  near  the  threshold. 

"  Why,  Jeph,  is  this  you  ?  I've  bin  searchin'  for 
ye  more  than  an  hour,  and  come  to  the  conclu- 
sion ye  must  ha'  gone  home ;  but  why,  you're  ill, 
Jeph  I" 

"  Ay,  I'm  ill,  come,  help  me  home." 

"Kay,  not  this  night,  you  shall  stop  with  me; 
the  missus  11  give  you  a  cup  o'  tea  as  will  do  yer  old 
heart  good." 

"No,  I  must  go  home  now,"  said  Jeph,  in  a  tone 
so  decided  that  his  friend  was  staggered. 

"  Tou  can't  walk  it,  you  know,  in  a  stormy  night 
like  this." 

« I  will  walk  it,"  said  Jeph. 

"  Come  then,  if  you're  bent  on  it,  you'd  better  go 
in  your  own  lugger ;  it's  here  just  now,  agoin'  to  put 
off  in  ten  minutes  or  so.  Nothin'  ever  stops  Blue- 
nose,  blow  high,  blow  low.  Wen  he  wants  to  go  off 
to  sea,  he  goes  off,  right  or  wrong.  But  you  11  cake 
a  glass  o'  grog  first* 
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Old  Jeph  would  not  do  this,  so  he  was  led  down 
to  the  beach  by  Coleman,  where  they  found  the  boat 
being  launched. 

"  Good-bye,  old  man,"  said  Coleman,  helping  him 
over  the  aide. 

"  Good-bye,—; farewell"  said  Jeph  earnestly.  *  I 
came  here  to-day  a-purpose  to  say  farewell ;  shake 
hands,  God  bless  you." 

The  coast-guardman  was  surprised  by  the  warmth 
of  his  friend's  manner,  as  well  as  by  his  words,  but 
before  he  could  ask  him  what  he  meant,  the  boat 
was  run  down  the  beach  and  out  to  sea.  An  hour 
later  old  Jeph  was  carefully  put  to  bed  in  his  own 
cottage,  by  his  friend  Captain  Bluenoaa. 
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CHAPTER  XXIL 

THB  STORM  AND  THB  WRBOK. 

GUT  FOSTER,  clad  in  a  sou'- wester  hat  and  oil- 
Akin  coat,  stood  at  the  end  of  the  pier  of  Ramsgate 
Harbour,  with  his  sweet  wife,  Lucy,  clinging  to  his 
arm,  and  a  sturdy  hoy  of  about  four  years  old,  hold- 
ing on  with  one  hand  to  the  skirts  of  his  coat,  and 
with  the  other  grasping  the  sleeve  of  his  silver-haired 
grandsire,  Mr.  Burton. 

It  was  night,  and  a  bitter  g«  le  was  blowing  from 
the  north-east,  accompanied  by  occasional  showers 
of  sleet  Crowds  of  seamen  and  others  stood  on  the 
pier  eagerly  watching  the  lifeboat,  which  was  being 
got  ready  to  put  off  to  sea. 

"  It  is  too  cold  for  you,  darling,"  said  Guy,  as  he 
felt  Lucy's  arm  tremble. 

"  Oh  no  1  I  should  like  to  stay,*  said  Lucy, 
Anxiously. 

Just  then  a  tremendous  wave  burst  on  the  mas- 
sive stone  pier,  and  a  shower  of  spray  fell  upon  the 
crowd.  Lucy  and  her  companions  received  a  copi- 
ous share  of  it 
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"  You  are  wet  through,  dear,  and  so  is  Charlie," 
said  Guy,  remonstratively. 

"  Well,  I  will  go  home,  but  yon  must  come  with 
us,  papa.  Guy  wants  to  remain,  I  know." 

The  missionary  gave  his  daughter  his  arm,  and  led 
her  away,  while  Guy,  pushing  through  the  crowd, 
soon  stood  beside  the  lifeboat,  the  crew  of  which, 
already  encased  in  their  cork  life-belts,  were  hastily 
taking  their  places. 

"There  goes  another  rocket,"  cried  one  of  those  on 
the  look-out ;  "  it's  from  the  North-s'n'-Head  light." 

"  Look  alive,  lads,"  cried  the  coxswain  of  the  boat, 
more  to  relieve  his  feelings  than  to  hurry  the  men 
who  were  already  doing  their  best 

The  shrill  note  of  a  steam-whistle  was  heard  at 
this  moment ;  its  piercing  sound  rising  high  above 
the  shriek  of  the  gale  and  the  roaring  of  the  sea.  It 
was  a  signal  from  the  steam-tug  appointed  to  attend 
on  the  lifeboat,  and  told  that  steam  was  up  and  all 
ready  to  put  to  sea. 

Put  to  sea  on  such  a  night !  with  the  waves  bunt- 
ing in  thunder  on  the  shore,  the  foam  seething  like 
Tnilk  beneath,  the  wind  shrieking  like  ten  thousand 
fiends  above,  and  the  great  billows  lifting  up  their 
heads,  as  they  came  rolling  in  from  the  darkness  of 
Erebus  that  lay  incumbent  on  the  raging  sea  beyond  ? 

Ay,  a  landsman  might  have  said  "  madness"  with 
reason.  Even  a  seaman  might  have  said  that  with- 
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out  much  apparent  impropriety.  Bat  the  boatmen 
of  Ramsgate  held  a  different  opinion !  The  signal 
gun  had  been  fired,  the  rocket  had  gone  up,  a  wreck 
was  known  to  be  on  the  fatal  Goodwin  Sands,  and 
they  were  as  eager  to  face  the  storm  as  if  en- 
countering danger  and  facing  death  were  pleasant 
pastime. 

As  the  oars  were  about  to  be  shipped,  one  of  the 
crew  stumbled,  and  struck  his  head  so  violently 
against  the  bollard,  that  he  fell  stunned  into  the 
bottom  of  the  boat  Guy  saw  the  accident  as  he 
stood  on  the  edge  of  the  pier.  A  sudden  impulse 
seized  h""-  At  one  bound  he  passed  from  the  pier 
to  the  boat,  which  was  already  some  half-dozen 
feet  away,  and  took  the  seat  and  oar  of  the  injured 
man.  In  the  confusion  and  darkness,  the  others 
thought  he  was  one  of  the  supernumerary  boatmen, 
and  took  no  further  notice  of  him.  The  boat  was 
shoved  back,  the  life-jacket  was  transferred  to  Guy, 
and  the  boatman  was  put  ashore. 

A  few  strokes  brought  the  boat  alongside  the 
steam-tug. 

"  Heave  the  warp !  make  fast !  all  right,  steam 
a-head !" 

The  whistle  shrieked  again,  the  warp  tautened, 
and  tug  and  lifeboat  made  for  the  mouth  of  the 
harbour.  As  they  passed  out  an  inspiring  cheer 
was  given  by  the  crowd,  and  a  rocket  streamed  up 
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from  the  pier-head  to  signal  the  lightship  that  assist- 
ance was  on  the  way. 

The  lifeboat  which  thus  gallantly  put  off  to  the 
rescue  in  a  storm  so  wild  that  no  ordinary  boat 
could  have  faced  it  for  a  moment  without  being 
swamped,  was  a  celebrated  one  which  had  recently 
been  invented  and  placed  at  this  station, — where  it 
still  lies,  and  may  be  recognised  by  ite  white  sides 
and  peculiar  build. 

Its  history  is  interesting.  In  the  year  1851  the 
Duke  of  Northumberland,  then  president  of  the 
Lifeboat  Institution,  offered  a  prize  of  £100  for  the 
best  model  of  a  lifeboat  The  result  was  that  280 
models  and  plans  were  sent  to  Somerset  House  for 
examination.  The  prize  was  awarded  to  Mr.  James 
Beeching,  boat-builder  at  Great  Yarmouth,  who  was 
ordered  to  construct  a  boat,  after  the  pattern  of  his 
model,  36  feet  long,  with  12  oars. 

The  boat  was  built,  and  was  found  to  be  the  most 
perfect  of  its  kind  that  had  ever  been  launched.  It 
was  the  first  self-righting  boat  ever  constructed. 

The  three  great  points  to  be  attained  in  the  con- 
struction of  a  lifeboat  are :  buoyancy,  the  power  of 
righting  itself  if  upset,  and  the  power  of  emptying 
itself  if  filled  wfth  water.  Up  to  this  date  the  life- 
boats of  the  kingdom  were  possessed  of  only  the 
first  quality.  They  could  not  be  sunk;  that  was 
all.  Of  course  that  was  a  great  deal,  but  it  was  far 
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from  sufficient  Mr.  Beeching's  boat  united  all  three 
qualities. 

Its  self-righting  principle  was  effected  by  means 
of  two  raised  air-cases,  one  at  the  stem,  the  other  at 
the  stern,  and  a  heavy  metal  keel  When  over- 
turned, the  boat  attempted,  as  it  were,  to  rest  on  its 
two  elevated  cases,  but  these,  being  buoyant,  resisted 
this  effort,  and  turned  the  boat  over  on  its  side ; 
the  action  being  further  assisted  by  the  heavy  keel, 
which  had  a  tendency  to  drag  the  bottom  down- 
wards. Thus  the  upper  part  of  the  boat  was  raised 
by  the  one  action,  and  the  bottom  part  depressed  by 
the  other,  the  result  being  that  the  boat  righted 
itself  immediately.  In  fact,  its  remaining  in  an 
inverted  condition  was  an  impossibility. 

The  self-emptying  principle  was  accomplished  by 
the  introduction  of  six  self-acting  valves  into  the 
bottom  of  the  boat,  through  which  the  water,  when 
•hipped,  ran  back  into  the  seal  When  we  first 
heard  of  this  we  were  puzzled,  reader,  as  doubtless 
you  are,  for  it  occurred  to  us  that  any  hole  made  in 
a  boat* s  bottom  would  inevitably  let  water  in  instead 
of  out !  The  difficulty  was  cleared  up  when  we  saw 
the  model  Beeching's  boat  had  a  double  floor,  the 
upper  one  raised  to  a  little  above  the  level  of  the  sea. 
The  escapes  were  short  metal  pipes,  the  upper  open- 
ings of  which  were  fitted  into  holes  in  the  upper 
floor.  The  lower  ends  passed  through  the  bottom  of 
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the  boat  The  valves  at  the  top  opened  downward, 
but  could  not  be  opened  upwards,  so  that  the  rushing 
of  the  sea  into  the  pipes  from  below  was  checked, 
but  the  rushing  in  of  the  sea  from  above  pressed  the 
valves  open,  and  allowed  the  water  to  run  out,  in 
accordance  with  the  well-known  law  that  water 
must  find  its  level.  Thus,  the  upper  floor  being  above 
the  level  of  the  sea,  all  the  water  ran  out 

Boats  on  this  principle,  modified  in  some  of  the 
details  by  Mr.  Peake,  of  Her  Majesty's  dockyard  at 
Woolwich,  are  now  adopted  by  the  Lifeboat  Insti- 
tution. They  right  themselves  in  less  than  a  minute, 
and  free  themselves  of  water  in  about  the  same  time. 

Besides  the  above  advantages,  Mr.  Beeching's 
boat  was  fitted  with  the  usual  air-cases  round  the 
sides,  and  with  a  thick  stripe  of  cork  outside  the 
gunwale ;  also  with  lines  hanging  over  the  sides  in 
festoons,  so  that  any  one  in  the  water,  using  them 
as  stirrups,  might  get  into  the  boat  with  ease. 
She  was  further  provided  with  an  anchor  and 
cable ;  with  strong  but  light  lines  attached  to 
grappling  irons  at  the  bow  and  stern,  which,  when 
thrown  into  the  rigging  or  upon  a  wreck,  might 
fasten  themselves  to  the  ship  and  retain  the  boat 
without  any  other  aid;  also  with  a  life-buoy,  and 
a  lantern  for  night  work,  besides  numerous  small 
articles. 

This  boat  was  purchased  by  the  Harbour  Com- 
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missioners  of  Ramsgate,  and  ancnored  close  to  the 
pier,  in  connexion  with  a  powerful  steam-tug  (the 
fires  of  which  were  never  allowed  to  die  down),  ready 
at  any  moment  to  fly  to  the  rescue,  on  the  signal  of 
distress  being  given.  This  is  the  boat  whose  splendid 
deeds  have  so  frequently  of  late  drawn  the  attention 
and  compelled  the  admiration  of  the  whole  country ; 
and  it  was  this  boat  that  issued  from  Ramsgate 
harbour  on  the  wild  night  referred  to  at  the  begin- 
ning of  this  chapter. 

Both  tide  and  wind  were  dead  against  them  as 
they  issued  from  the  shelter  of  the  pier  and  met  the 
storm,  but  the  steamer  was  very  powerful ;  it  buf- 
feted the  billows  bravely,  and  gradually  gained  the 
neighbourhood  of  the  Sands,  where  the  breakers  and 
cross  seas  beat  so  furiously  that  their  noise,  mingled 
with  the  blast,  created  a  din  which  can  only  be  de- 
scribed as  a  prolonged  and  hideous  roar. 

The  night  was  extremely  dark,  and  bitterly  cold. 
Heavy  seas  continually  burst  over  the  steamer's  bul- 
warks, and  swept  her  deck  from  stem  to  stern.  The 
little  lifeboat,  far  astern,  was  dragged  by  the  strong 
hawser  through  a  wild  turmoil  of  water  and  spray. 
The  men  nestling  under  the  gunwales  clung  to  the 
thwarts  and  maintained  their  position,  although  sea 
after  sea  broke  over  them  and  well  nigh  washed 
them  out 

At  length  they  reached  the  light-ship ;  hailed  he* 
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and  were  told  that  the  wreck  was  on  a  high  part  of 
the  shingles,  bearing  north-west  from  the  light. 
Away  they  went  in  that  direction,  but,  being  unable 
to  find  her,  made  their  way  to  the  Prince's  light-ship, 
where  they  were  told  there  was  a  large  ship  on  the 
Girdler.  Once  more  they  steamed  in  the  direction 
indicated,  and  soon  discovered  the  wreck  by  the  tar- 
barrels  which  she  was  burning.  Just  as  they 
sighted  her  an  enormous  sea  broke  over  the  steamer 
with  such  violence  as  to  stop  her  way  for  a  moment, 
and  cause  her  strong  frame  to  quiver. 

"  Look  out,  lads  !"  cried  the  coxswain  of  the  life- 
boat, as  the  black  water  loomed  up  between  them 
and  the  tug. 

The  men  grasped  the  thwarts  more  firmly  as  a 
tremendous  sea  filled  the  boat  to  the  gunwale.  At 
this  moment  the  checked  steamer  again  leaped  on 
her  way ;  the  stout  hawser  parted  like  a  piece  of 
twine,  and  the  lifeboat  was  left  behind.  Hoisting 
the  corner  of  its  small  sail  they  made  for  the  wreck. 
No  time  was  lost  in  baling,  as  would  have  been 
the  case  with  the  boats  of  former  years;  a  few 
seconds  sufficed  to  empty  her. 

The  wind  was  now  blowing  a  complete  hurricane 
with  a  terrific  sea  on,  the  horrors  of  which  were  in- 
creased by  the  darkness  of  the  night,  so  that  it  was 
with  the  utmost  difficulty  they  succeeded  in  getting 
alongside.  The  wreck  was  a  coasting  vessel  with  a 


THE  LIFEBOAT.  351 

«rew  of  eighteen  men.  There  were  no  women  or 
children,  so  they  were  got  into  the  boat  without  much 
loss  of  time,  and  safely  conveyed  to  the  tug  which 
lay  to  for  her  little  consort,  about  three-quarters  of 
a  mile  off. 

The  lifeboat  was  again  taken  in  tow,  and  they 
proceeded  together  towards  Ramsgate,  when  another 
gun  and  signal-rocket  recalled  them  to  continue 
their  arduous  duties. 

The  sleet  of  a  winter's  night  beat  furiously  in  the 
faces  of  these  boatmen  as,  already  much  exhausted, 
they  once  again  faced  the  storm.  But  the  streaming 
rocket  and  the  signal  gun  seemed  to  infuse  new  life 
and  vigour  into  their  hardy  frames.  Out  to  sea  they 
went  again,  and,  having  approached  as  near  as  they 
dared  to  the  breakers,  worked  their  way  along  the 
edge  of  the  Sands,  keeping  a  bright  look-out  for  the 
vessel  in  distress.  Up  and  down  they  cruised,  but 
nothing  could  be  seen  of  her. 

At  last,  on  the  eastern  aide  of  the  Sands,  they 
descried  a  large  ship  looming  against  the  dark  sky. 

"  There  she  is !"  shouted  the  coxswain. 

The  hawser  was  slipt,  and  the  boat,  detached  from 
her  bulky  companion,  pushed  into  the  very  vortex 
of  the  breakers, 

To  say  that  no  other  boat  could  have  lived  in  such 
a  sea,  would  convey  but  a  faint  notion  of  the  powers 
of  this  boat  Any  one  of  the  suruging  billows  that 
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again  and  again  overwhelmed  her  -would  have 
swamped  the  best  and  largest  boat  that  was  ever 
launched,  and,  although  the  old  lifeboats  might  have 
floated,  they  certainly  could  not  have  made  much 
progress  in  such  a  sea,  owing  to  the  difficulty  of 
getting  rid  of  the  water.  Bat  the  Hamsgate  boat 
was  empty  a  few  seconds  aftei  being  filled.  The  men 
had  to  take  no  thought  as  to  this,  except  to  see  to  it 
that  they  should  not  be  washed  out  of  her. 

On  getting  alongside  they  found  the  wreck  to  be 
a  very  large  ship.  Its  black  hull  towered  high 
above  them,  and  the  great  yards  swayed  with  fear- 
ful violence  over  their  heads.  A  single  glance 
showed  that  she  was  crowded  with  men  and  women. 

The  grapnels  were  thrown,  and  Guy  starting  up, 
seized  the  immense  boat-hook,  used  by  lifeboats, 
and  stood  ready  to  hook  on  to  the  rigging.  He  suc- 
ceeded in  fixing  the  hook,  but  a  violent  lurch  of  the 
ship  tore  the  handle  out  of  his  grasp  and  cast  him  into 
the  bottom  of  the  boat.  Just  then  a  man  was  seen 
to  run  out  on  the  main-yard,  and  slip  down  by  a  rope 
close  to  the  sea.  The  boat  sheered  up  towards  him, 
and  several  arms  were  stretched  out  to  save;  but 
the  boat  glided  away  and  the  succeeding  wave  en- 
gulfed him.  Only  for  a  second  however.  When  it 
passed  the  man  was  still  seen  clinging  to  the  rope ; 
the  boat  once  again  sheered  up  so  close  that  he  was 
induced  to  let  go  his  hold.  He  dropped  into  the 
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sea  dose  alongside,  caught  one  of  the  life-lines,  and 
next  instant  was  in  the  boat. 

"  All  right !  Give  me  the  boat-hook,"  he  cried, 
seizing  the  handle  as  he  spoke,  and  affixing  it  with 
the  strength  of  a  giant  to  the  chains  of  the  ship. 

The  tone  of  this  man's  voice  thrilled  to  Guy's 
heart.  He  sprang  forward  and  seized  him  by  the 
arm.  One  glance  was  sufficient 

«  Bax !" 

"Guy!" 

There  was  mo  time  for  more.  The  astonishment 
of  both  was  extreme,  as  may  well  be  supposed,  and 
that  of  Guy  was  much  increased  when  he  heard 
another  familiar  voice  shout — 

"All  right,  Bax?" 

"  All  right,  Tommy;  let  them  look  alive  with  the 
women  and  children;  get  up  a  light  if  you  can." 
There  were  others  in  the  lifeboat  who  recognised 
these  voices,  but  life  and  death  were  trembling  in 
the  balance  at  that  moment;  they  dared  not  unbend 
their  attention  from  the  one  main  object  for  an 
instant. 

Some  one  in  the  "  Trident"  (for  it  was  indeed  that 
ill-fated  ship)  seemed  to  have  anticipated  Bax's  wish. 
Just  as  he  spoke,  a  torch  made  of  tar  and  oakum  was 
lighted,  and  revealed  the  crowded  decks,  the  raging 
sea  that  sought  to  swallow  them  up,  and  the  life- 
boat surging  violently  alongside.  It  was  an  appal- 
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ling  scene :  the  shrieks  of  the  women  and  children, 
mingled  with  the  howling  wind,  the  rush  of  the 
waves  on  the  ship's  side,  and  the  shouting  of  men, 
created  a  din  so  horrible  that  many  a  stout  heart 
quailed.  Fortunately  the  men  who  were  the  most 
active  in  the  work  of  saving  others  were  so  taken 
up  with  what  they  were  about,  that  there  was  no 
room  for  thought  of  personal  danger. 

The  first  human  being  placed  in  the  boat  was  a 
little  child.  Its  mother,  despairing  of  being  saved 
herself,  pressed  through  the  crowd,  held  her  little 
one  over  the  side,  and  cried  out  "  Save  my  child !° 
Bax  leaped  on  the  air-chamber  at  the  bow  of  the 
boat,  and  grasping  the  shoulder  of  a  boatman  with 
one  hand,  stretched  out  the  other  towards  the  child; 
but  the  boat  swooped  forward  and  brought  him  close 
under  the  chains,  where  a  sailor  held  a  woman  sus- 
pended in  his  arm,  ready  to  drop  her  into  the  boat 
when  it  should  come  close  alongside.  It  did  not, 
however,  approach  sufficiently  near.  The  next  wave 
carried  them  back,  and  enabled  Bax  to  seize  the 
child,  and  lay  it  in  a  place  of  safety.  The  mother 
was  soon  beside  it,  and  in  a  short  time  the  boat  was 
quite  filled.* 

Bax  then  leaped  into  the  mizzen- chains,  the  life- 
boat pushed  off,  and  conveyed  her  cargo  to  the 
steam- tug.  They  took  off  25  women  and  children 

'  Be*  Frontiapiopt, 
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the  first  trip.  The  steamer  then  towed  the  boat  into 
position,  to  enable  her  again  to  make  straight  for 
the  wreck.  By  this  means  much  valuable  time 
was  saved,  and  more  trips  were  made  than  could 
have  been  accomplished  in  the  time  by  any  lifeboat 
without  the  aid  of  a  steamer. 

All  the  women  and  children,  and  some  of  the 
male  passengers,  had  been  safely  conveyed  to  the 
tug,  when  an  accident  happened  which  well-nigh 
destroyed -the  boat.  This  was  the  sudden  falling 
of  the  mainmast  of  the  "  Trident."  With  a  rending 
crash  it  fell  on  the  boat,  overturned  it,  and  held  it 
down,  so  that  its  self-righting  principle  was  neutra- 
lized. The  crew  being  secured  against  sinking  by 
their  life-jackets,  succeeded  in  clambering  into  the 
ship — many  of  them  more  or  less  bruised  and  cut. 
The  coxswain,  however,  did  not  appear ;  he  seemed 
to  have  been  lost. 

"  He's  under  the  boat !"  gasped  Guy,  who  having 
been  entangled  in  the  wreck  of  the  mast  was  the 
last  to  get  on  board 

"Axes,  men!"  shouted  the  Captain  of  the 
"Trident" 

"  A  hundred  pounds  to  the  man  who  saves  hi™  \" 
cried  a  voice  from  the  quarter-deck. 

Who  is  this  that  is  so  liberal  of  his  gold  at  a  time 
when  a  hundred  thousand  pounds  could  not  avail  to 
save  one  hair  of  his  own  head  ?  He  clings  to  the 
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mizzen- shrouds  with  a  face  so  ashy  pale  that  Guy 
Foster  scarce  recognises  his  own  uncle !  Ah !  Den- 
ham,  you  have  seen  a  storm  and  a  wreck  at  last,  in 
circumstances  you  little  dreamed  of  when,  years  ago, 
Guy  predicted  that  you  would  "  change  your  mind" 
in  regard  to  these  matters ;  and  it  would  seem  that 
your  experience  has  done  you  no  little  good ! 

But,  although  Mr.  Denham  shouted  his  best,  no 
one  heard  him.  Not  the  less  on  that  account,  how- 
ever, did  the  strong  men  wield  their  axes  and  hew 
asunder  the  tough  ropes  and  spars.  Bax,  as  usual, 
was  prominent  in  action.  He  toiled  as  if  for  life ;  and 
so  it  was  for  life,  though  not  his  own.  Small  was  the 
hope,  yet  it  was  enough  to  justify  the  toil.  The  cur- 
vature of  the  lifeboat  was  so  great  that  it  was  possible 
a  portion  of  air  sufficient  to  maintain  life  might  be 
confined  within  it  And  so  it  turned  out  For  twenty 
minutes  they  toiled ;  the  boat  was  finally  cleared ; 
Bax  struck  the  blow  that  set  it  free,  and  dragged 
the  coxswain  out  as  it  turned  over.  He  was  found 
to  be  alive  though  almost  exhausted ! 

Once  more  they  pushed  off  with  a  full  load  of 
human  beings.  Among  them  were  Mr.  Denham, 
Bax,  and  Tommy  Bogey.  The  greater  part  of  the 
crew,  and  some  of  the  male  passengers,  still  remained 
in  the  wreck  awaiting  their  turn. 

When  the  boat  had  advanced  about  a  hundred 
yards  a  cry  of  distresi  was  heard,  but  the  noise  of 
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wind  and  waves  was  so  great  that  they  thought  it 
might  have  been  mere  imagination.  Nevertheless, 
BO  much  were  they  impressed,  that  the  coxswain  put 
about  and  returned  towards  the  wreck.  Too  soon 
they  discovered  that  it  had  been  the  death-cry  of 
those  who  were  left  behind,  for  not  a  vestige  of  the 
"  Trident"  remained  !  The  ill-fated  vessel  had  been 
suddenly  broken  up  and  utterly  swept  away ! 

In  their  anxiety  to  save  any  who  might  yet  sur- 
vive, and  be  Dinging  to  portions  of  the  wreck,  the 
boat  cruised  about  for  some  time,  and  her  captain 
was  tempted  to  advance  too  far  over  the  dangerous 
shoals.  She  struck  suddenly  with  great  violence, 
and  remained  fast  on  the  sands.  The  utmost  efforts 
were  made  to  haul  off,  but  in  vain.  The  boat  was 
hurled  again  and  again  on  the  ridges  of  sand; — 
passed  over  several  of  them,  and  became  hopelessly 
entangled. 

Those  well-known  ripples  that  one  sees  on  the 
shore,  are,  on  the  Goodwin  Sands,  magnified  from 
an  inch  to  nearly  three  feet  Over  these  the  boat 
now  began  to  surge. 

"  Hoist  the  sail !  up  with  it !"  cried  the  coxswain, 
as  they  suddenly  passed  into  deeper  water.  Some  of 
the  men  began  to  hope  that  they  had  crossed  the 
shoals,  but  they  were  mistaken. 

Tne  order  was  obeyed,  and  the  boat  rushed  for- 
ward wildly,  with  its  lee  gunwale  buried  deep  in  the 
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sea ;  another  moment  and  it  struck  again  with  tre- 
mendous violence.  Those  on  board  would  have  been 
torn  out  of  her  had  they  not  clung  to  the  seats  with 
the  energy  of  despair.  It  now  became  clear  to  all 
who  knew  the  locality,  that  there  was  no  alternative 
for  them  but  to  beat  right  across  the  Sands.  The 
violence  of  the  gale  had  increased.  The  night  was 
pitchy  dark,  and  the  fearful  shocks  with  which  they 
struck  the  gigantic  ripples  on  the  banks,  sent  despair 
to  the  hearts  of  all,  except  the  crew  of  the  boat 
These,  knowing  her  capabilities,  retained  a  vestige 
of  hope. 

Bax,  being  ignorant  on  this  point,  had  given  up 
all  hope.  He  clung  to  the  bollard,  close  beside  the 
coxswain. 

"  It's  all  over  with  us  at  last,"  he  said,  as  the  boat 
struck  heavily,  and  was  then  lifted  away  on  the 
crest  of  a  roaring  breaker." 

"It  may  be  so,"  replied  the  coxswain,  calmly; 
"  but  if  we  escape  being  dashed  on  the  wrecks  that 
are  scattered  over  the  Sands,  we  may  live  it  out 
yet." 

And  what  of  Mr.  Denham,  the  head  of  the 
wealthy  firm,  who  years  ago  had  expressed  the 
opinion  that  lifeboats  were  unnecessary,  and  that 
"  those  who  devoted  themselves  to  a  sea-faring  life 
ought  to  make  up  their  minds  to  the  chances  and 
risks  attending  such  a  life?"  What  thought  he  as  he 
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lay  there  in  the  bottom  of  the  boat — terrified  almost 
to  death ;  shaken  and  bruised  by  the  repeated  and 
awful  shocks ;  chilled  by  the  intense  cold,  and 
drenched  to  the  skin,  with  just  enough  life  left  to 
enable  him  to  cling  to  a  thwart ; — what  thought  he 
on  that  terrible  night  ? 

Perchance  he  thought  of  his  former  life  of  pride, 
selfishness,  and  indifference  to  the  woes  of  olLers. 
Perhaps  he  reflected  that  his  own  neglect  in  other 
days  had  something  to  do  with  his  being  here  now. 
Whatever  he  thought  he  spoke  not.  His  face  was 
deadly  pale.  His  lips  were  blue.  He  crouched,  a 
hopeless,  a  helpless,  and  a  pitiful  object,  in  the 
bottom  of  the  lifeboat. 

Presently  they  struck  again.  Crash !  Every  tim- 
ber groaned  as  the  boat  turned  broadside  to  the  sea, 
which  made  a  clear  breach  over  her.  The  coxswain 
and  Bax  alone  stood  up,  both  holding  on  to  the 
mizzen-mast.  The  rest  clung  on  as  they  best  could 
to  the  thwarts,  sometimes  buried  in  wa£er,  often 
with  only  their  heads  above  it.  The  tide  was 
making,  and  as  the  boat  passed  each  shoal  the 
bow  lifted  first  and  swung  round — then  the  stern, 
and  it  was  clear  again ;  but  only  to  be  hurled  on 
the  next  ridge,  when  the  sea  once  more  burst  over 
it,  sweeping  away  everything  that  was  loose. 

It  became  necessary  to  alter  the  trim  of  the  boat  by 
moving  some  of  the  men  from  one  part  to  another. 
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The  coxswain  shouted  the  order,  but  only  Guy  Fos- 
ter and  two  others  were  able  to  obey.  All  that  the 
rest  could  do  was  to  hold  on  with  iron  grasp  for  bare 
life.  With  some  this  had  become  the  involuntary 
clutch  of  despair. 

Thus  on  they  went  crashing  and  jerking  from 
bank  to  bank  amid  the  raging  wind  and  surf  and 
bitter  cold.  None  save  a  lifeboat  could  have  sur- 
vived. To  Bax  it  seemed  miraculous. 

"  What  are  you  doin'  ?"  said  he  to  one  of  the  men 
near  him. 

"  Tm  takin'  off  my  life-belt,"  he  replied ;  « it'll  be 
over  all  the  quicker,  and  I  don't  want  to  be  beatin' 
about  over  the  sands  alive  or  dead  longer  than  I  can 
help ;  the  sooner  I  go  to  the  bottom  the  better." 

Bax  tried  to  cheer  this  man,  but  in  vain.  At  first 
a  few  of  the  more  sanguine  spirits  among  them 
had  endeavoured  to  cheer  their  comrades,  but  as  time 
wore  on  their  efforts  ceased.  All  gave  themselves 
up  for  lost,  and  no  word  was  spoken  by  any  one,  save 
at  long  intervals,  when  a  brief  sharp  cry  of  agoniz- 
ing prayer  escaped  from  those  who  looked  to  God  for 
consolation.  Thus  for  two  hours  they  beat  over  the 
sands — a  distance  of  nearly  two  miles — each  moment 
expecting  to  be  overturned  or  dashed  to  pieces  on 
some  of  the  old  wrecks.  All  this  time  the  noble- 
hearted  coxswain  remained  at  his  post,  and  Bax 
stood — hopeless  indeed,  yet  watchful,  beside  him. 
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Suddenly  the  beating  from  ridge  to  ridge  ceased. 
The  boat  swung  into  deep  water,  and  rushed  on  her 
wild  career  over  the  foam !  Those  who  were  not 
utterly  exhausted  noticed  the  fact,  and  began  to 
show  symptoms  of  reviving  hope  and  activity. 
Others,  thoroughly  worn  out,  remained  utterly  in- 
different to  the  change. 

Yes,  the  great  danger  was  past !  Sail  was  quickly 
made.  The  storm  was  still  wild  as  ever,  but  with 
sufficient  water  below  her,  winds  and  waves  were 
powerless  for  evil  to  the  lifeboat.  Bushing  through 
the  surf,  she  soon  gained  the  harbour  of  Eamsgate, 
and  all  on  board  were  landed  in  safety. 

Ay,  Header,  but  the  seeds  of  death  had  been  sown 
that  night.  The  boatmen  returned  to  their  homes, 
and  the  saved  passengert  and  crew  of  the  "  Trident" 
were  cared  for  by  the  authorities  of  the  town,  but 
one  sad  result  was  that  several  of  those  who  had 
so  nobly  risked  their  lives  to  save  others,  never 
recovered  from  the  effects  of  the  sixteen  hours  of 
exposure  to  that  pitiless  storm. 

Another  and  a  glorious  result  was,  that  a  hundred 
and  tuxHty  souls  were  snatched  from  a  watery  grave. 
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CHAPTER  XXIH. 

HISTORY  07  THE  LIFEBOAT. 

WE  pause  at  this  point  in  our  story,  good  reader, 
to  treat  you  to  a  little  of  what  mankind  is  prone  to 
consider  "dry,"  namely,  a  chapter  of  information 
and  statistics.  We  dislike  sailing  under  false  colours, 
therefore  we  warn  you  at  the  outset  of  the  natore  of 
what  is  to  follow. 

And  yet  our  subject  ought  not  to  be  considered 
dry,  for  it  is  indissolubly  connected  with  salt  water, 
and  if  human  hearts  were  suitably  affected  by  the 
simple  statement  of  facts,  drops  of  salt  water  would 
frequently  moisten  these  pages ! 

Please,  do  not  skip.  Multum  in  parvo  shall  be 
our  motto. 

Lionel  LuMn,  a  coach-builder  in  London,  was  the 
inventor  of  the  lifeboat.  He  took  out  a  patent  for 
it  on  the  2d  November  1785,  and  wrote  a  pamphlet 
on  lifeboats,  entitled  *  The  Invention,  Principles, 
and  Construction  of  Insubmergible  Boats."  His 
boat  was  rendered  buoyant  by  means  of  a  projecting 
gunwale  of  cork,  and  hollow  air-cases  within  it ;  one 
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of  these  being  at  the  head,  the  other  at  the  stern. 
It  was  ballasted  by  means  of  a  false  iron  keel.  In 
these  respects  this  boat  possessed,  in  rudimentary 
form,  the  essentials  of  the  lifeboat  of  the  present 
day.  A  coble  was  converted  into  a  lifeboat  on  these 
principles  by  Lukin,  and  launched  at  Bamborough, 
where,  in  the  course  of  the  first  year,  it  was  the 
means  of  saving  many  lives.  This  was  the  first  life- 
boat ever  brought  into  action. 

Lulrin,  though  a  man  of  energy  and  perseverance, 
was  doomed  to  disappointment.  The  Prince  of 
Wales  (George  IV.),  to  his  credit  be  it  said,  was  his 
warm  and  liberal  patron,  but  even  the  Prince's  in- 
fluence failed  to  awaken  the  sympathy  of  the  public, 
or  of  the  men  in  high  places  who  alone  could  bring 
this  great  invention  into  general  use.  People  in 
those  days  appeared  to  think  that  the  annual  drown- 
ing of  thousands  of  their  countrymen  was  an  un- 
avoidable necessity, — the  price  we  had  to  pay,  as  it 
were,  for  our  maritime  prosperity.  Lukin  appealed 
in  vain  to  the  First  Lord  of  the  Admiralty,  and  to 
many  other  influential  men,  but  a  deaf  ear  was  in- 
variably turned  to  him.  With  the  exception  of  the 
Bamborough  coble,  not  a  single  lifeboat  was  placed 
at  any  of  the  dangerous  localities  on  the  east  coast 
of  England  for  several  years.  Wrecked  men  and 
women  and  children  were  (as  far  as  the  Naval  Boards 
•were  concerned)  graciously  permitted  to  swim  ashore 
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if  they  could,  or  to  go  to  the  bottom  if  they  couldn't! 
Ultimately,  the  inventor  of  the  lifeboat  went  to  his 
grave  unrewarded  and  unacknowledged — at  least  by 
the  nation ;  though  the  lives  saved  through  his  in- 
vention were  undoubtedly  a  reward  beyond  all  price. 
The  high  honour  of  having  constructed  and  set  in 
motion  a  species  of  boat  which  has  saved  hundreds 
and  thousands  of  human  lives,  and  perchance  pre- 
vented the  breaking  of  many  human  hearts,  is  cer- 
tainly due  to  Lionel  Lukin. 

In  1789,  the  public  were  roused  from  their  state 
of  apathy  in  regard  to  shipwrecked  seamen  by  the 
wreck  of  the  "  Adventure"  of  Newcastle,  the  crew 
of  which  perished  in  the  presence  of  thousands  who 
could  do  nothing  to  save  them.  Under  the  excite- 
ment of  this  disaster  the  inhabitants  of  South  Shields 
met  to  deplore  and  to  consult.  A  committee  was 
appointed,  and  premiums  were  offered  for  the  best 
models  of  lifeboats.  Men  came  forward,  and  two 
stood  pre-eminent — Mr.  William  Wouldhave,  a 
painter,  and  Mr.  Henry  Greathead,  a  boat-builder 
of  South  Shields.  The  former  seems  to  have  been 
the  first  who  had  a  glimmering  idea  of  the  self- 
righting  principle,  but  he  never  brought  it  to  any- 
thing. Cork  was  the  buoyant  principle  in  his  boat. 
Greathead  suggested  a  curved  keel  The  chairman 
of  the  committee  modelled  a  boat  in  clay  which 
combined  several  of  the  good  qualities  of  each,  and 


THE  LIFEBOAT.  365 

this  was  given  to  Greathead  as  the  type  of  the  boat 
he  was  to  build 

From  this  time  forward  lifeboats  gradually  mul- 
tiplied. Greathead  became  a  noted  improver  and 
builder  of  them.  He  was  handsomely  rewarded  for 
his  useful  labours  by  Government  and  others,  and 
his  name  became  so  intimately  and  deservedly  asso- 
ciated with  the  lifeboat,  that  people  erroneously  gave 
him  the  credit  of  being  its  inventor. 

The  Duke  of  Northumberland  took  a  deep  interest 
in  the  subject  of  lifeboats,  and  expended  money 
liberally  in  constructing  and  supporting  them.  Be- 
fore the  close  of  1803,  Greathead  had  built  31  boats, 
18  for  England,  5  for  Scotland,  and  8  for  foreign 
countries.  This  was  so  far  well;  but  it  was  a 
wretchedly  inadequate  provision  for  the  necessities 
of  the  case.  Interest  had  indeed  been  awakened  in 
the  public,  but  the  public  cannot  act  as  a  united 
body ;  and  the  Trinity  House  seemed  to  fall  back  into 
the  sleep  from  which  it  had  been  partially  aroused. 

It  was  not  till  1822  that  the  great  (because  suc- 
cessful) champion  of  the  lifeboat  stood  forth, — in 
the  person  of  Sir  William  Hillary,  Bart 

Sir  William,  besides  being  a  philanthropist,  was 
a  hero!  He  not  only  devised  liberal  things,  and 
carried  them  into  execution,  but  he  personally  shared 
in  the  danger  of  rescuing  life  from  the  raging  sea. 
Our  space  forbids  a  memoir,  but  this  much  may  be 
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said  briefly.  He  dwelt  on  the  coast  of  the  Isle  of 
Man,  and  established  a  Sailors'  Home  at  Douglas  : 
He  constantly  witnessed  the  horrors  of  shipwreck, 
and  seemed  to  make  it  his  favourite  occupation  to 
act  as  one  of  the  crew  of  boats  that  put  off  to  wrecks. 
He  was  of  course  frequently  in  imminent  danger ; 
once  had  his  ribs  broken,  and  was  nearly  drowned 
oftentimes.  During  his  career  he  personally  assisted 
in  saving  305  lives !  He  was  the  means  of  stirring 
up  public  men,  and  the  nation  generally,  to  a  higher 
sense  of  their  duty  to  those  who  risk  their  lives  upon 
the  sea ;  and  eventually — in  conjunction  with  two 
members  of  Parliament,  Mr.  Thomas  Wilson  and  Mr. 
George  Hibbert — was  the  founder  of  "  The  Royal 
National  Institution  for  ihe  Preservation  of  Life 
from  Shipwreck" 

This  noble  Institution — now  named  THE  EOTAL 
NATIONAL  LIFEBOAT  INSTITUTION — was  founded  on 
the  4th  of  March  1824.  From  that  date  to  the  pre- 
sent time  it  has  unremittingly  carried  out  the  great 
ends  for  which  it  was  instituted. 

Let  us  glance  at  these  in  detail,  as  given  in  their 
publication,  The  Lifeboat  Journal. 

The  objects  of  the  Institution  are  effected — 

"  1st,  By  the  stationing  of  lifeboats,  fully  equipped, 
with  all  necessary  gear  and  means  of  security  to 
those  who  man  them,  and  with  transporting  car- 
riages on  which  they  can  be  drawn  by  land  to  the 
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neighbourhood  of  distant  wrecks,  and  by  the  erection 
of  suitable  houses  in  which  the  same  are  kept 

"  2d,  By  the  appointment  of  paid  coxswains,  who 
have  charge  of,  and  are  held  responsible  for,  the 
good  order  and  efficiency  of  the  boats,  and  by  a 
quarterly  exercise  of  the  crew  of  each  boat. 

"  3d,  By  a  liberal  remuneration  of  all  those  who 
risk  their  lives  in  going  to  the  aid  of  wrecked  per- 
sons, whether  in  lifeboats  or  otherwise ;  and  by  the 
rewarding  with  the  gold  or  silver  medal  of  the 
Institution  such  persons  as  encounter  great  personal 
risk  in  the  saving  of  life. 

"  ±th,  By  the  superintendence  of  an  honorary 
committee  of  residents  in  each  locality,  who,  on 
their  part,  undertake  to  collect  locally  what  amount 
they  are  able  of  donations  towards  the  first  cost, 
and  of  annual  contributions  towards  the  permanent 
expenses  of  their  several  establishments.0 

In  order  to  see  how  this  work  is,  and  has  been, 
carried  out,  let  us  look  at  the  results,  as  stated  in 
the  last  annual  report,  that  for  1864. 

The  lifeboats  of  the  Institution  now  number  132, 
and  some  of  them  were  the  means  of  saving  no 
fewer  than  417  lives  during  the  past  year;  nearly 
the  whole  of  them  in  dangerous  circumstances, 
amidst  high  surfs,  when  no  other  description  of 
boats  could  have  been  launched  with  safety.  They 
also  took  into  port,  or  materially  assisted,  17  vessels, 
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which  might  otherwise  have  been  lost  The  number 
of  persons  afloat  in  the  boats  on  occasions  of  their 
being  launched  was  6000.  In  other  words,  our 
army  of  coast-heroes  amounts,  apparently,  to  that 
number.  But  in  reality  it  is  much  larger,  for  there 
are  hundreds  of  willing  volunteers  all  round  the 
coast  ready  to  man  lifeboats,  if  there  were  lifeboats 
to  man.  Although  nearly  every  man  of  this  6000 
risked  his  life  again  and  again  during  the  year,  not 
a  single  life  was  lost 

Nearly  all  these  boats  have  been  supplied  with 
transporting  carriages  and  boat-houses  by  the  In- 
stitution. The  cost  in  detail  is  as  follows  : — 

Lifeboat  and  her  equipments,  .  ,  £300 
Transporting  carriage,  .  .  .  100 
Boat-house  (average  coat,)  .  160 

Total,     .    £550 

'ilu0  sums  granted  last  year  for  the  saving  of  714 
lives  by  lifeboats,  shore-boats,  etc.,  amounted  to 
nearly  £1300  (about  £1,  16s.  6cL  each  life  !)  Fifteen 
silver  medals  and  twenty-six  votes  of  thanks,  in- 
scribed on  vellum  and  parchment,  were  also  awarded 
for  acts  of  extraordinary  gallantry. 

The  income  of  the  Institution  in  1863  amounted 
to  £21,100.  Fifteen  new  lifeboats  were  sent  to 
various  parts  of  the  coast  in  that  year. 

It  is  interesting  to  observe  in  the  report  the  per- 
sons by  whom  donations  are  sometimes  given  to  the 
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Instltntioa  We  read  of  "  £100  from  a  sailor's 
daughter ;"  and  "  £100  as  a  thank-offering  for  pre- 
servation at  sea,  during  the  storm  of  31st  October 
last"  Another  thank-offering  of  £20,  "  for  preserva- 
tion from  imminent  danger  at  sea,"  appears  in  the 
list.  "  £100  from  '  a  friend/  in  gratitude  to  God  for 
the  preservation  of  his  wife  for  another  year;"  and 
"  £20  from  a  seaman's  daughter,  the  produce  of  her 
needle-work."  Among  smaller  sums  we  find  £1,  os.  9d. 
collected  in  a  Sunday  school;  £3,  18s.  8d.  collected 
in  a  parish  church,  as  a  New  Tear's  offering.  Last, 
and  least  in  one  sense,  though  by  no  means  least  in 
another,  Is.  Gd.  in  stamps,  from  a  sailor's  orphan 
child! 

The  prayer  naturally  springs  to  one's  lips,  God 
bless  that  dear  orphan  child !  but  it  has  been  alread} 
blessed  with  two  of  God's  choicest  gifts, — a  sympa- 
thetic heart  and  an  open  hand. 

Small  sums  like  this  are  not  in  any  sense  to  be 
despised.  If  the  population  of  London  alone — 
taking  it  at  two  millions — were  individually  to  con- 
tribute Is.  6d.,  the  sum  would  amount  to  £150,000  ! 
Why,  if  every  one  whose  eye  falls  on  this  page — to 
descend  to  smaller  numbers — were  to  give  a  shilling, 
it  is  not  improbable  that  a  sum  would  be  raised 
sufficient  to  establish  two  lifeboats  !* 

*  In  case  any  reader  should  sympathize  with  us,  and  desire  to  act 
on  the  above  hint,  we  subjoin  the  following  address,  to  which  money 
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But  there  are  those  who,  besides  being  blessed 
with  generous  hearts,  are  fortunate  in  possessing 
heavy  purses.  We  find  in  the  same  report  dona- 
tions of  from  two  hundred  to  two  thousand  pounds, 
and  legacies  ranging  from  ten  to  a  thousand  pounds. 
The  largest  legacy  that  seems  ever  to  have  been  be- 
queathed to  the  Institution  was  that  of  £10,000,  left 
in  1856  by  Captain  Hamilton  Fitzgerald,  R.N".,  one 
of  the  vice-presidents  of  the  Society. 

The  mere  mention  of  such  sums  may  induce  some 
to  imagine  that  the  coffers  of  the  Institution  are  in 
a  very  flourishing  state.  This  would  indeed  be  the 
case  if  the  Society  had  reached  its  culminating  point 
— if  everything  were  done  that  can  be  done  for  the 
preservation  of  life  from  shipwreck ;  but  this  is  by 
no  means  the  case.  It  must  be  borne  in  mind  that 
the  Institution  is  national  The  entire  coasts  of  the 
United  Kingdom  are  its  field  of  operations,  and  the 
drain  upon  its  resources  is  apparently  quite  equal  to 
its  income.  Its  chief  means  of  support  are  volun- 
tary contributions. 

Since  the  Society  was  instituted,  in  1824,  to  the 
present  time,  it  has  been  the  means  of  saving  13,570 
lives . — many,  if  not  most,  of  these  being  lives  of  the 
utmost  consequence  to  the  commerce  and  defence  of 
the  country.  During  the  same  period,  it  has  granted 

may  b«  sent :— Richard  Lewis,  of  the  Inner  Temple,  Esq.,  Barrister' 
ftt-Law,  Secretary  of  the  Boyal  National  Lifeboat  Institution,  14,  Job* 
Street,  Adelphi,  London  W. 


THE  LIFEBOAT.  371 

82  gold  medals,  736  silver  medals,  and  £17,830  in 
cash ;  besides  expending  £82,550  on  boats,  carriages, 
and  boat-houses. 

Considering,  then,  the  magnitude  and  unavoid- 
able costliness  of  the  operations  of  this  Institution, 
it  is  evident  that  a  large  annual  income  is  indis- 
pensable, if  it  is  to  continue  its  noble  career  effi- 
ciently. 

Closely  allied  to  this  is  another  society  which 
merits  brief  notice  here.  It  is  the  "Shipwrecked 
Fishermen's  and  Mariners'  Eoyal  Benevolent  Society." 
Originally  this  society,  which  was  instituted  in  1839, 
maintained  lifeboats  on  various  parts  of  the  coast 
It  eventually,  however,  made  these  over  to  the  Life- 
boat Institution,  and  confined  itself  to  its  own  special 
and  truly  philanthropic  work,  which  is — 

To  board,  lodge,  and  convey  to  their  homes,  all 
destitute,  shipwrecked  persons,  to  whatever  country 
they  may  belong,  through  the  instrumentality  of 
its  agents.  To  afford  temporary  assistance  to  the 
widows,  parents,  and  children  of  all  mariners  and 
fishermen  who  may  have  been  drowned,  and  who 
were  members  of  the  Society ;  and  to  give  a  gratuity 
to  mariners  and  fishermen,  who  are  members,  for  the 
loss  or  damage  of  their  clothes  or  boats.  Member- 
ship is  obtained  by  an  annual  subscription  of  three 
shillings. 

Assuredly  every  mariner  and  fisherman  in  the 
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kingdom  ought  to  be  a  member  of  this  Society,  for 
it  is  pre-eminently  useful,  and  no  one  can  tell  when 
he  may  require  its  assistance. 

The  Lifeboat  Institution  and  the  Ship-wrecked 
Fishermen's  and  Mariners'  Society  are  distinct  bodies, 
but  they  do  their  benevolent  work  in  harmonious 
concert  The  one  saves  life,  or  tries  to  save  it ;  the 
other  cherishes  the  life  so  saved,  or  comforts  and 
affords  timely  aid  to  broken-hearted  mourners  for 
the  dead. 

Both  Institutions  are  national  blessings,  and  as 
such  have  the  strongest  possible  claim  on  the  sym- 
pathies of  the  nation. 
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CHAPTEE  XXIV. 

A  ICUTIXa— A  DIATH,   ADD  A  DIBOOVIBT. 

RESUMING  our  story,  we  remind  the  reader  that 
we  left  off  just  as  the  Eamsgate  lifeboat  had  gained 
a  glorious  victory  over  a  great  storm. 

Availing  ourself  of  an  author's  privilege,  we  now 
change  the  scene  to  the  parlour  of  Mrs.  Foster's 
temporary  lodgings  at  Eamsgate,  whither  the  worthy 
lady  had  gone  for  change  of  air,  in  company  with 
her  son  Guy,  her  daughter-in-law  Lucy,  her  little 
grandson  Charlie,  and  her  adopted  daughter  Amy 
EusseL 

Box  is  standing  there  alone.  He  looks  like  hia 
former  self  in  regard  to  costume,  for  the  only  man, 
approaching  his  own  size,  who  could  lend  him  a  suit 
of  dry  clothing  happened  to  be  a  boatman,  so  he  is 
clad  in  the  familiar  rough  coat  with  huge  buttons, 
the  wide  pantaloons,  and  the  sou'- wester  of  former 
days.  His  countenance  is  changed,  however ;  it  is 
pale  and  troubled. 

On  the  way  up  from  the  harbour  Guy  had  told 
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him  that  he  was  married,  and  was  surprised  when 
Bax,  instead  of  expressing  a  desire  to  be  introduced 
to  his  wife,  made  some  wild  proposal  about  going 
and  looking  after  the  people  who  had  been  saved ! 
He  was  pleased,  however,  when  Bax  suddenly  con- 
gratulated him  with  great  warmth,  and  thereafter 
said,  with  much  firmness,  that  he  would  go  up  to 
the  house  and  see  her.  On  this  occasion,  also,  Bax 
had  told  his  friend  that  all  the  produce  of  his  labour 
since  he  went  away  now  lay  buried  in  the  Goodwin 
Sands. 

Bax  was  ruminating  on  these  things  when  the 
door  opened,  and  Guy  entered,  leading  Lucy  by  the 
hand. 

"Miss  Burton!"  exclaimed  Bax,  springing  for- 
ward. 

"  My  wife,"  said  Guy,  with  a  puzzled  look. 

"Bax!"  exclaimed  Lucy,  grasping  his  hand 
warmly  and  kissing  it ;  "  surely  you  knew  that  I 
was  married  to  Guy?" 

Bax  did  not  reply.  His  chest  heaved,  his  lips 
were  tightly  compressed,  and  his  nostrils  dilated,  as 
he  gazed  alternately  at  Guy  and  Lucy.  At  last  he 
spoke  in  deep,  almost  inaudible  tones — 

"  Miss  Russel — is  she  still — " 

"My  sister  is  still  with  us.  I  have  told  her 
you  are  come.  She  will  be  here  directly,"  said 
Guy. 
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As  he  spoke  the  door  opened,  and  Mrs.  Foster 
entered,  with  Amy  leaning  on  her  arm.  The  latter 
was  very  pale,  and  trembled  slightly.  On  seeing 
P.ax  the  blood  rushed  to  her  temples,  and  then  fled 
back  to  her  heart.  She  sank  on  a  chair.  The  sailor 
was  at  her  side  in  a  moment ;  he  caught  her  as  she 
was  in  the  act  of  falling,  and  going  down  on  one 
knee,  supported  her  head  on  his  shoulder. 

"  Bring  water,  she  has  fainted,"  he  cried.  "  Dear 
Miss  Russel ! — dearest  Amy ! — oh  my  beloved  girl, 
look  up." 

Stunned  and  terrified  though  poor  Mrs.  Foster 
was,  as  she  rushed  about  the  room  in  search  of 
water  and  scent-bottles,  she  was  taken  aback  some- 
what by  the  warmth  of  these  expressions,  which  Bax, 
in  the  strength  of  his  feelings,  and  the  excitement 
of  the  moment,  uttered  quite  unconsciously.  Guy 
was  utterly  confounded,  for  the  truth  now  for  the 
first  time  flashed  upon  him,  and  when  he  beheld 
his  friend  tenderly  press  his  lips  on  the  fair  fore- 
head of  the  still  insensible  Amy,  it  became  clear 
beyond  a  doubt  Lucy  was  also  amazed,  for  although 
she  was  aware  of  Amy's  love  for  Bax,  she  had  never 
dreamed  that  it  was  returned. 

Suddenly  Guy's  pent-up  surprise  and  excitement 
broke  forth.  Seizing  Mrs.  Foster  by  the  shoulders, 
he  stared  into  her  face,  and  said,  "  Mother,  I  have 
been  an  ass  I  an  absolute  donkey  1 — and  a  blind  one, 
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too.     Oh! — ha!  come  along,  111  explain  myselt 
Lucy,  I  shall  require  your  assistance." 

Without  more  ado  Guy  led  his  mother  and  Lucy 
forcibly  out  of  the  room,  and  Bax  and  Amy  were 
left  alone. 

Again  we  change  the  scene.  The  Sandhills  lying 
to  the  north  of  Deal  are  before  us,  and  the  shadows 
of  night  are  beginning  to  deepen  over  the  bleak  ex- 
panse of  downs.  A  fortnight  has  passed  away. 

During  that  period  Bax  experienced  the  great 
delight  of  feeling  assured  that  Amy  loved  him,  and 
the  great  misery  of  knowing  that  he  had  not  a  six- 
pence in  the  world.  Of  course,  Guy  sought  to  cheer 
him  by  saying  that  there  would  be  no  difficulty  in 
getting  him  the  command  of  a  ship ;  but  Bax  was 
not  cheered  by  the  suggestion;  he  felt  depressed, 
and  proposed  to  Guy  that  they  should  take  a  ramble 
together  over  the  Sandhills. 

Leaving  the  cottage,  to  which  the  family  had 
returned  the  day  before,  the  two  Mends  walked  in 
the  direction  of  Sandown  Castle. 

"What  say  you  to  visit  old  Jeph?"  said  Guy; 
"  I  have  never  felt  easy  about  him  since  he  made 
me  order  his  coffin  and  pay  his  debts." 

"With  all  my  heart,"  said  Bax.  "I  spent  a 
couple  of  hours  with  him  this  forenoon,  and  he 
appeared  to  me  better  than  usual  Seeing  Tommy 
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and  me  again  has  cheered  h™  greatly,  poor  old 
man." 

"  Stay,  I  will  run  back  for  the  packet  ho  left  with 
me  to  give  to  you.  He  may  perhaps  wish  to  give 
it  you  with  his  own  hand." 

Guy  ran  back  to  the  cottage,  and  quickly  returned 
with  the  packet 

Old  Jeph's  door  was  open  when  they  approached 
his  humble  abode.  Guy  knocked  gently,  but,  re- 
ceiving no  answer,  entered  the  house.  To  their 
surprise  and  alarm  they  found  the  old  man's  bed 
empty.  Everything  else  in  the  room  was  in  its 
usual  place.  The  little  table  stood  at  the  bed-side, 
with  the  large  old  Bible  on  it  and  the  bundle  of 
receipts  that  Guy  had  placed  there  on  the  day  he 
paid  the  old  man's  debts.  In  a  corner  lay  the  black 
coffin,  with  the  winding-sheet  carefully  folded  on 
the  lid.  There  was  no  sign  of  violence  having  been 
done,  and  the  friends  were  forced  to  the  conclusion 
that  Jeph  had  quitted  the  place  of  his  own  accord. 
As  he  had  been  confined  to  bed  ever  since  his  ill- 
ness —  about  two  weeks  —  this  sudden  disappearance 
was  naturally  alarming. 

"There  seems  to  have  been  no  foul  play,"  said 
Bai,  examining  hastily  the  several  closets  in  the 
room.  "  Where  can  he  have  gone  ?" 

"  The  tomb  !"  said  Guy,  as  Jeph's  old  habit  re- 
curred to  his  memory. 
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"Right,"  exclaimed  Bax  eagerly.  "Come,  let's 
go  quickly." 

They  hastened  out,  and,  breaking  into  a  smart 
run,  soon  reached  the  Sandhills.  Neither  of  them 
spoke,  for  each  felt  deep  anxiety  about  the  old 
man,  whose  weak  condition  rendered  it  extremely 
improbable  that  he  could  long  survive  the  shock 
that  his  system  must  have  sustained  by  such  a  walk 
at  such  an  hour. 

Passing  the  Checkers  of  the  Hope,  they  soon 
reached  Mary  Bax's  tomb.  The  solitary  stone  threw 
a  long  dark  shadow  over  the  waste  as  the  moon  rose 
slowly  behind  it.  This  shadow  concealed  the  grave 
until  they  were  close  beside  it 

"  Ah  !  he  is  here,"  said  Bax,  kneeling  down. 

Gny  knelt  beside  him,  and  assisted  to  raise  their 
old  friend,  who  lay  extended  on  the  grave.  Bax 
moved  him  so  as  to  get  from  beneath  the  shadow  of 
the  stone,  and  called  him  gently  by  name,  but  he 
did  not  answer.  When  the  moonlight  next  moment 
fell  on  his  countenance,  the  reason  of  his  silence  was 
sufficiently  obvious. 

Old  Jeph  was  dead  ! 

With  tender  care  they  lifted  the  body  in  their 
arms  and  bore  it  to  the  cottage,  where  they  laid  it 
on  the  bed,  and,  sitting  down  beside  it,  conversed 
for  some  time  in  low  sad  tones. 

"  Bax,"  said  Guy,  pulling  the  sealed  packet  from 
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his  breast-pocket,  "  had  yon  not  better  open  this  ? 
It  may  perhaps  contain  some  instructions  having 
reference  to  his  last  resting-place." 

"  True,"  replied  Bax,  breaking  the  seals.  "  Dear 
old  Jeph,  it  is  sad  to  lose  you  in  this  sudden  way, 
without  a  parting  word  or  blessing.  What  have  we 
here?"  he  continued,  unrolling  several  pieces  of 
brown  paper.  "  It  feels  like  a  key." 

As  he  spoke  a  small  letter  dropt  from  the  folds  of 
the  brown  paper,  with  an  old-fashioned  key  tied  to 
it  by  a  piece  of  twine.  Opening  the  letter,  he  read 
as  follows : — 

"DiAB  BAX, — When  you  get  this  I  shall  be 
where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling,  and  the 
weary  are  at  rest.  There  is  a  hide  in  the  north- 
west-corner of  my  room  in  the  old  house,  between 
the  beam  and  the  wall  The  key  that  is  enclosed 
herewith  will  open  it.  I  used  to  hide  baccy  there 
in  my  smugglin'  days,  but  since  I  left  off  that  I've 
never  used  it.  There  you  will  find  a  bag  of  gold. 
How  much  is  in  it  I  know  not  It  was  placed 
there  by  an  old  mate  of  mine  more  than  forty  years 
ago.  He  was  a  great  man  for  the  guinea  trade  that 
was  carried  on  with  France  in  the  time  of  Boney's 
wars.  I  never  rightly  myself  understood  that  busi- 
ness. I'm  told  that  Boiiey  tried  to  get  all  the  gold 
out  o*  this  country,  by  payin*  three  shillings  more 
than  each  guinea  was  worth  for  it,  but  that  seems 
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unreasonable  to  me.  Hows 'ever,  although  I  never 
could  rightly  understand  it,  there  is  no  doubt  that 
some  of  our  lads  were  consarned  in  smugglin'  guineas 
across  the  channel,  and  two  or  three  of  'em  made  a 
good  thing  of  it  My  mate  was  one  o'  the  lucky 
ones.  One  night  he  came  home  with  a  bag  o*  gold 
and  tumbled  it  out  on  the  table  before  me.  I  had 
my  suspicions  that  he  had  not  come  honestly  by  it, 
so  would  have  nothin'  to  do  with  it  When  I  told 
him  so,  he  put  it  back  into  the  bag,  tied  it  up  and 
replaced  it  in  the  hide,  and  went  away  in  a  rage. 
He  never  came  back.  There  was  a  storm  from  the 
east'ard  that  night  Two  or  three  boats  were  cap- 
sized, and  my  mate  and  one  or  two  more  lads  were 
drowned.  The  guineas  have  lain  in  the  hide  ever 
since.  I've  often  thought  o'  usin'  them ;  but  some- 
how or  other  never  could  make  up  my  mind.  You 
may  call  this  foolish,  mayhap  it  was ;  anyhow  I  now 
leave  the  gold  to  you ; — to  Tommy,  if  you  never 
come  back,  or  to  Guy  if  he  don't  turn  up.  Bluenose 
don't  want  it  It  would  only  bother  him  if  I  put  it 
in  his  way. 

"  This  is  all  I've  got  to  say.  The  old  house  ain't 
worth  much,  but  such  as  it  is,  it's  yours,  or  it  may 
go  the  same  way  as  the  guineas. 

"Now,  Bax,  may  God  bless  you,  and  make  you 
one  of  His  own  children,  through  Jesus  Christ  My 
heart  warms  to  you  for  your  own  sake,  and  for  the 
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sake  of  her  whose  name  you  bear.    Farewell — Your 
old  friend  and  mate,  JEPH." 

Bax  stooped  over  the  bed,  and  pressed  his  lips  to 
the  dead  man's  forehead,  when  he  had  finished  read- 
ing this  letter.  For  some  time  the  two  friends  sat 
talking  of  old  Jeph's  sayings  and  doings  in  former 
days,  forgetful  of  the  treasure  of  which  the  epistle 
spoke.  At  last  Bax  rose  and  drew  a  table  to  the 
corner  mentioned  in  the  letter.  Getting  upon  thia, 
he  found  an  old  board  nailed  against  the  wall. 

"Hand  me  that  axe,  Guy;  it  must  be  behind 
this." 

The  board  was  soon  wrenched  off,  and  a  small 
door  revealed  in  the  wall  The  key  opened  it  at 
once,  and  inside  a  bag  was  found.  Untying  this,  Bax 
emptied  the  glittering  contents  on  the  table.  It  was 
A  large  heap,  amounting  to  five  hundred  guineas  ! 

"I  congratulate  you,  Bax,"  said  Guy;  "this  re- 
moves a  great  difficulty  out  of  your  way.  Five 
hundred  guineas  will  give  you  a  fair  start." 

"  Do  you  suppose  that  I  will  appropriate  this  to 
myself?"  said  Bax.  "You  and  Tommy  are  men- 
tioned in  the  letter  as  well  as  me." 

"  You  may  do  as  you  please  in  regard  to  Tommy," 
said  Guy,  "  but  as  for  me,  I  have  a  good  salary,  and 
won't  touch  a  guinea  of  it" 

"  Well,  well,"  said  Bax,  with  a  sad  smile,  "  this  is 
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neither  the  time  nor  place  to  talk  of  such  matters. 
It  is  time  to  give  notice  of  the  old  man's  death." 

Saving  this,  he  returned  the  gold  to  its  former 
place,  locked  the  hide,  and  replaced  the  board.  As 
he  was  doing  this,  a  peculiar  cut  in  the  beam  over 
his  head  caught  his  eye. 

"I  do  believe  here  is  another  hide,"  said  he, 
"hand  the  axe  again." 

A  piece  of  wood  was  soon  forced  out  of  the  side 
of  the  beam  next  the  wall,  and  it  was  discovered 
that  the  beam  itself  was  hollow.  Nothing  was 
found  in  it,  however,  except  a  crumpled  piece  of 
paper. 

"See  here,  there  is  writing  on  this,"  said  Guy, 
picking  up  the  paper  which  Bax  flung  down.  "  It 
is  a  crabbed  hand,  but  I  think  I  can  make  it  out : — 
'  Dear  Bogue,  you  will  find  the  tubs  down  Pegwell 
Bay,  with  the  sinkers  on  'em ;  the  rest  of  the  swag 
in  Fiddler's  Cave.' " 

"  Humph !  an  old  smuggler's  letter,"  said  Bax. 
"  Mayhap  the  tubs  and  swag  are  there  yet !" 

We  majr^emark  here,  that,  long  after  the  events 
now  related,  Bax  and  Guy  remembered  this  note 
and  visited  the  spots  mentioned  out  of  curiosity,  but 
neither  "  tubs*  nor  "  swag"  were  found ! 

Quitting  the  room  with  heavy  hearts,  the  two 
friends  locked  the  door,  and  went  in  search  of  those 
who  are  wont  to  perform  the  last  offices  to  the  dead. 
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CHAPTEE  XXV. 

THX  CONCLUSION. 

THERE  came  a  day  at  last  when  the  rats  in  Bed- 
wharf  Lane  obtained  an  entire  holiday,  doubtless  to 
their  own  amazement,  and  revelled  in  almost  un- 
molested felicity  from  morning  till  night.  The  office 
of  Denham,  Crumps,  and  Co.  was  shut ;  the  reason 
being  that  the  head  of  the  firm  was  dead. 
Mr.  Denham  had  died  without  a  will 
At  the  time  when  Guy  offended  his  uncle  by  ex- 
pressing his  opinion  too  freely,  Denham  vowed  in 
his  heart  that  his  nephew  should  not  inherit  hia 
business  or  fortune.  He  resolved  to  leave  both  to 
another  nephew,  the  son  of  a  younger  brother,  at  that 
time  in  the  East  India  Company's  service.  But  as 
death  was  a  contingency  inconceivably  remote  from 
himself,  at  least  in  his  own  opinion,  he  did  not 
think  it  necessary  to  make  his  will  at  that  time. 
He  died,  therefore,  as  we  have  said,  without 

maln'rior  j|^ 
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He  died,  also,  without  carrying  out  any  of  his 
good  intentions ! 

It  is  a  common  mistake  to  suppose  that  a  man 
has  only  to  repent  of  his  evil  deeds,  and  that  thence- 
forth all  will  be  plain  sailing.  The  habits  of  a  life- 
time are  not  to  be  overcome  without  a  hard  struggle, 
even  in  the  most  sincere  of  Christians. 

Denham,  after  being  saved  by  the  Eamsgate  life- 
boat, had  made  up  his  mind  to  turn  his  wealth  to 
good  account,  and,  in  his  philanthropic  plans,  had 
resolved  to  look  with  special  favour  on  the  Lifeboat 
Institution.  But  he  delayed  to  carry  out  these 
plans.  He  did  not  strike  when  the  iron  was  hot, 
and  so  the  iron  began  slowly  to  cool.  He  had  also 
determined  to  reinstate  Bax  in  his  employment,  and 
to  take  Guy  into  partnership,  but  he  delayed  in 
these  matters  also.  The  love  of  gold  and  the 
memory  of  fancied  insults  began  to  tell  on  him, 
as  of  old.  He  even  went  so  far  as  to  meditate  carry- 
ing out  his  former  intention  of  making  his  will  in 
favour  of  the  nephew  in  India ! 

Still  Denham  did  not  fall  back  to  his  old  position. 
A  struggle,  which  began  when  he  resided  with  his 
sister  at  Deal,  went  on  in  his  breast  continually. 
While  this  struggle  was  yet  undecided,  a  fever 
seized  him.  His  constitution,  weakened  by  the 
hardships  which  he  had  so  recently  undergone,  gave 
way,  and  he  died. 
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The  result  was  that  the  business  fell  to  the  next- 
of-kin, — Mrs.  Foster,  whose  son,  in  the  natural 
course  of  things,  stepped  into  his  uncle's  shoes.  The 
result  of  this  was  that  poor  Denham's  good  resolves, 
and  a  great  many  more  good  resolves  than  Denham 
could  ever  have  conceived  of,  were  carried  out  in  a 
way  that  would  have  amazed  him  had  he  been  there 
to  see  it,  and  that  almost  took  the  breath  away 
from  old  Mr.  Crumps. 

A  glance  at  Guy  in  his  office,  not  long  after  his 
uncle's  death,  will  show  the  reader  how  things  were 
managed  by  the  new  head  of  the  firm. 

Guy  was  seated  in  Denham's  chair,  at  Denham's 
desk,  reading  and  writing  what,  in  former  days, 
would  have  been  Denham's  letters.  Presently  Mr. 
Crumps  entered. 

"  I  was  just  going  to  ask  you  to  consult  with  me," 
said  Guy ;  "  pray  sit  down,  sit  down,  Mr.  Crumps." 

The  old  man  in  his  modesty  meant  to  stand,  as,  in 
former  days,  he  would  have  stood  before  Denham. 

"  Here  is  a  letter  from  a  friend,"  continued  Guy, 
"  asking  for  a  contribution  towards  the  establish- 
ment of  a  lifeboat  on  the  coast  of  Wales.  He  re- 
minds me  that  I  myself  was  onee  indebted  to  the 
services  of  a  lifeboat  when  my  life  was  in  great 
danger,  and  hopes  that  I  will  respond  liberally  to 
his  appeal.  His  name  is  Clelland.  He  was  on 
board  tie  old  '  Trident,'  when  she  was  wrecked  in 

2B 
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St.  Margaret's  Bay.  I  made  his  acquaintance  then, 
Now,  what  do  you  think  we  ought  to  give?  I 
should  like  to  have  your  advice  on  this  point,  and 
on  several  other  matters  of  a  similar  nature,  Mr. 
Crumps,  because  there  has  been  no  regular  '  Charity* 
account  in  our  ledger,  I  find,  and  I  would  like  to 
open  one.  Don't  you  think  it  would  be  as  well  to 
open  one?" 

Mr.  Crumps  thought  it  would,  and — being  a  man 
of  naturally  charitable  and  liberal  impulses,  who 
had  been  constantly  snubbed  by  Mr.  Denham  for 
many  years  past — he  felt  overjoyed  at  the  prospect 
of  a  new  era  opening  up  before  him, 

"Well,  what  shall  we  send  to  Mr.  Clelland?" 
pursued  Guy. 

Mr.  Crumps,  unable  all  at  once  to  get  over 
old  habits  and  associations,  suggested  fifty  pounds, 
timidly. 

"  The  district  is  a  poor  one,"  said  Guy ;  "perhaps, 
that  being  the  case — " 

"Say  a  hundred,"  put  in  Crumps  eagerly  (and 
then,  in  a  partially  apologetic  tone),  "  the  business 
can  afford  it,  my  dear  sir.  Heaven  knows  it  is  but 
little  that—" 

The  old  man's  voice  faltered  and  stopped.  He 
was  going  to  have  made  a  remark  that  would  have 
cast  a  slur  on  the  character  of  his  late  partner,  so 
he  checked  himself  and  sighed. 
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"Well,  then,  it  shall  be  a  hundred,"  said  Guy, 
jotting  down  the  sum  on  a  slip  of  paper.  "  I  would 
not  advise  more  to  be  given  to  that  particular  dis- 
trict just  now,  because  it  might  tend  to  check  the 
efforts  of  the  people  on  the  spot  If  they  fail  to 
raise  the  requisite  sum,  we  can  then  give  what  is 
necessary.  Now,  there  is  an  urgent  appeal  for  funds 
being  made  just  now  to  the  public  by  the  Lifeboat 
Institution.  I  think  this  a  good  opportunity  to  give 
away  some  of  the  cash  which  ought  to  have  been — " 

Guy  hesitated.  He  too  was  about  to  make  a 
remark  that  would  have  been  unfavourable  to  the 
character  of  his  late  uncle,  so  he  checked  himselfl 

"What  do  you  say  to  giving  them  a  thousand 
pounds  ?" 

Mr.  Crumps  said  nothing  to  it.  He  was  too 
much  taken  aback  to  say  anything ;  but  when  he 
saw  that  Guy  had  jotted  the  sum  down,  and  was 
apparently  in  earnest,  he  nodded  his  head,  blew  his 
nose  violently,  for  a  man  of  his  years  and  character, 
and  chuckled. 

"  Well,  then,"  continued  Guy,  "  there  is  another 
subject  which  occurs  to  me  just  now,  although  it 
does  not  come  under  the  head  of  charities.  I  wish 
to  supply  a  ship's  lifeboat  to  every  vessel  that 
belongs  to  us,  and  a  set  of  life-belts,  besides  other 
things.  I  estimate  that  this  will  require  a  sum  of 
nearly  two  thousand  pounds.  Let  me  see — " 
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Here  Guy  began  to  jot  and  calculate,  and  talk  to 
himself  in  a  undertone,  while  Mr.  Crumps,  utterly 
bereft  of  speech,  sat  staring  in  amazement  and 
delight  at  his  young  partner. 

"While  they  were  thus  engaged,  the  tiger  in  blue 
who  had  supplanted  Peekins  entered,  and  said  that 
three  gentlemen  wished  to  see  Mr.  Foster. 

"  Show  them  in,"  said  Guy.  "  Sit  still,  Mr.  Crumps, 
I  have  not  yet  done  with  my  calculations." 

In  a  few  seconds  Bax,  Bluenose,  and  Tommy 
Bogey,  were  ushered  into  the  office.  The  latter  had 
become  a  tall  handsome  stripling  during  his  resi- 
dence abroad,  and  bid  fair  to  rival  Bax  himself  in 
stature.  They  shook  hands  cordially  with  Guy  and 
Mr.  Crumps. 

"Well,  Bax,  is  the  new  ship  a  good  one?"  said 
Guy ;  "  d'you  think  she  will  suit  you  ?" 

"  That  will  she,"  said  Bax,  with  a  gratified  look. 
"  As  the  old  song  says — 

1  She's  a  ship  that 's  aa  tight  to  my  fancy 
As  ever  sailed  o'er  the  salt  seas.' 

I  think  she  will  be  ready  for  sea  in  a  couple  of 
months.  By  that  time  I  will  be  ready  to  take  com- 
mand, if  you  choose  to  trust  her  to  me." 

"  Trust  her  to  you,  Bax  !  Do  you  think  we  may 
trust  our  new  vessel  to  him,  Mr.  Crumps  ?"  inquired 
Guy  with  a  smile. 

Mr.  Crumps  not  having  recovered  the  power  of 
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speech,  nodded  his  head,  and  rubbed  his  hands 
slowly ;  a  benignant  smile  playing  on  his  old  face 
the  while. 

"  Well,  then,"  continued  Bax,  "  Amy,  so  far  from 
making  any  objection  to  going  to  sea  with  me,  says 
that  she  won't  let  me  go  away  without  her,  so  that's 
settled,  and  the  wedding  day  is  fixed  for  Monday 
next  week.  But  I'm  not  satisfied  yet.  I  want  you 
to  do  me  still  another  favour,  Guy." 

"What  is  that?" 

"  To  let  Tommy  Bogey  go  as  supercargo.  He's 
teaman  enough  to  go  as  first  mate,  but  he's  too 
young  for  that  yet  Also,  I  want  to  take  Bluenose 
as  a  free  passenger." 

"A  free  passenger!"  said  Guy,  looking  at  the 
Captain  with  surprise. 

"Yes,  you  see,"  said  Bluenose,  modestly,  "I'm 
raither  moloncholy  about  old  Jeph,  an'  if  Bax  and 
Tommy  leave  me,  111  feel  quite  desarted  like.  More- 
over, I  wants  to  see  furrin'  parts — specially  the  anty- 
podes.  But  I  hain't  blunt  enough  to  pay  my  pas- 
sage, d'ye  see,  and  so — and  so — ." 

"  In  short,"  interpolated  Tommy,  "  he's  blunt 
enough  to  ask  a  free  one !" 

"A  1  on  Loyds'!"  said  Bluenose,  looking  at 
Tommy  with  a  broad  grin ;  for  the  Captain  regarded 
all  his  nephew's  jokes — good,  bad,  and  indifferent 
— as  being  perfect  t 
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It  need  scarcely  be  said  that  Guy  readily  agreed 
to  their  request,  and  that  Mr.  Crumps  was  ready  to 
agree  to  whatsoever  Guy  proposed. 

These  matters  being  happily  settled,  the  trio, 
having  been  invited  to  dine  with  Guy  at  a  neigh- 
bouring chop-house  at  five  o'clock,  rose  and  left 
the  partners  to  continue  their  consultation. 

From  that  time  forward  Bax  and  Tommy  Bogey 
remained  in  the  service  of  Denham,  Crumps,  and  Co., 
and  Amy  Eussel  went  regularly  to  sea  with  her  hus- 
band. Bluenose  was  afterwards  appointed  cox- 
swain to  a  lifeboat  on  the  coast  of  Kent,  where  he 
rendered  good  service  in  many  a  wild  storm,  and  was 
the  means  of  snatching  many  a  fellow-creature  from 
the  devouring  sea.  His  friend  Coleman  happened 
to  be  on  the  coast-guard  station  near  him  ;  and  many 
a  pipe  did  these  two  smoke  together,  under  the  lee 
of  the  boat-house — spinning  yarns  of  other  days, 
chiefly  connected  with  the  sea  and  shipwrecks.  Old 
Coleman  had  had  considerable  experience  in  rough, 
coast  life,  and  was  well  able  to  speak  on  such  sub- 
jects. The  records  of  the  Lifeboat  Institution  show 
that  about  one-third  of  the  medals  and  rewards 
granted  for  meritorious  services  are  awarded  to  men 
of  the  coastguard.  Old  Coleman  was  one  of  those 
who  had  taken  his  full  share  of  the  dangerous  work 
of  saving  life.  He  was  also  gifted  with  that  rare 
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quality — the  power  of  telling  a  story  well,  so  that 
he  and  Bluenose  became  fast  friends  and  constant 
companions  during  their  residence  on  the  Kentish 
coast 

Similarity  of  tastes  and  desires  drew  other  mem- 
bers of  our  tale  together,  besides  Coleman  and  Blue- 
nose.  Old  Mr.  Summers  and  Mr.  Clelland,  the  dark 
passenger  in  the  "Trident,"  found  such  a  strong 
bond  of  sympathy  existing  between  them,  that  they 
took  cottages  in  juxtaposition  in  the  town  of  Deal, 
and  went  about  continually  "  doing  good."  Mrs. 
Foster,  Lucy,  and  Guy  were  allies,  as  a  matter  of 
course.  Eodney  Nick  improved  somewhat  in  his 
character,  and  became  a  respectable  boatman. 
People  said  that  Mr.  Burton,  the  missionary  to 
seamen,  had  something  to  do  with  this  improve- 
ment It  is  not  improbable  that  he  had.  But  Long 
Orrick  died  as  he  had  lived, — a  notorious  and  in- 
corrigible smuggler. 

Peekins  was  changed  from  a  tiger  into  a  clerk ; 
and,  in  process  of  time,  came  to  keep  the  books  of 
that  celebrated  firm  in  which  he  had  originally 
figured  as  a  spider  in  blue  tights  and  buttons. 

Bax  and  Tommy  sailed  together  for  several  years. 
They  also  engaged  in  mercantile  ventures  to  China 
on  their  own  account,  and  were  go  prosperous  in 
their  career  that  th«y  realized  ample  fortunes,  and 
finally  settled  near  each  other  on  the  coast  of  Kent 
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Here  they  resumed  their  old  career  of  saving 
human  life.  They  became  noted  as  men  who  were 
ready  to  devise  and  prompt  to  act  in  cases  of  emer- 
gency. They  helped  to  man  the  lifeboat  in  their 
neighbourhood  when  occasion  required.  They  were 
the  means  of  establishing  a  library  and  a  mission 
to  seamen,  and  were  regarded  as  a  blessing  to  the 
district  in  which  they  dwelt. 

They  were  literally  heroes  of  the  coast,  for  they 
spent  their  time  in  doing  good  to  those  whose  lot  it 
is  to  brave  the  dangers  of  the  deep  and  sweep  the 
stormy  sea, 


THE  END. 
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22.  IN    SHAKESPEARE'S    ENGLAND.      By  Mrs.  F.  BOAS.      ia 

Portrait  Illustrations. 

23.  THE    STORY    OF    WESTMINSTER    ABBEY.      By    VlOLBT 

BROOKE- HUNT. 

Vthtvus  starred  (*)  may  it  had  full  gilt  *i  Si. 
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Ballantyne*s  Tales  of  Adventure 

A  Series  of  Selected  Stories  of  Pluck  and  Endurance  by  this  well-known 

Author.     In  Attractive  Binding. 

Crown  8vo,  2s. 

1.  ON  THE  COAST.     Containing— 

Wrecked,  but  not  Ruined. 
Saved  by  the  Lifeboat 
The  Story  of  the  Rock. 

2.  PERILS  ON  LAND.    Containing- 

The  Thorogood  Family. 
Digging  for  Gold. 
Hunting  the  Lions. 

*.  IN  FOREST  AND  FLOOD.     Containing— 
The  Cannibal  Islands. 
Chasing  the  Sun. 
Lost  in  the  Forest. 

4.  ON  THE  OCEAN.     Containing— 

Fighting  the  Whales. 

Sunk  at  Sea. 

The  Battle  and  the  Breeze. 

5.  IN  THE  WILD  WEST.     Containing^ 

Away  hi  the  Wilderness. 

The  Pioneers. 

Over  the  Rocky  Mountains. 

6.  IN  SEA  AND  SKY.     Containing— 

The  Lively  Poll 
Fast  in  the  Ice. 
Up  in  the  Clouds. 

7.  THE  CORAL  ISLAND. 

8.  FIGHTING  THE  FLAMES 

9.  THE  GORILLA  HUNTERS 

10.  SHIFTING  WINDS. 

11.  THE  LIGHTHOUSE. 

IX 


'The  Pilgrim  Series 


A  library  of  selected  authors,  making  Handsome  Gift  and  Friz 
Books.  With  Fall  Gilt  Design.  Fully  Illustrated;  some  in  Coloui 
Large  Crown  8vo.  as.  each. 

*i.  THE  PILGRIM'S  PROGRESS.    By  JOHN  BUNYAN. 
2.  THE  HOLY  WAR.    By  JOHN  BUNYAN. 

*3.  FOXE'S  BOOK  OF  MARTYRS. 

*4.  BEN-HUR.    By  LEW  WALLACE. 

•5.  THE  LAMPLIGHTER.    By  MARIA  S.  CUMMINS. 

*6.  UNCLE  TOM'S  CABIN.     By  Mrs.  H.  B.  STOWK. 

•7.  ROBINSON  CRUSOE.    By  DANIEL  DEFOE. 

*8.  MY  DESIRE.    By  SDSAN  WARNER. 

*9.  NOBODY.    By  SDSAN  WARNER. 

10.  THE  FAIRCHILD  FAMILY.    By  Mrs.  SHERWOOD. 
*ll.  THE  SWISS  FAMILY  ROBINSON.     By  J.  W.  WYSS. 
*i2.  GREAT  MEN.    By  FREDERICK  MYERS. 

*I3.  LITTLE  WOMEN  AND  GOOD  WIVES.    By  L.  M.  ALCOTT. 
*i4.  THE  END  OF  A  COIL.    By  SUSAN  WARNER. 
"15.  DIANA.    By  SDSAN  WARNER. 

16.  STEPHEN,  M.D.    By  SUSAN  WARNER. 
*i7.  MELBOURNE  HOUSE.    By  SDSAN  WARNER. 
•18.  THE  WIDE  WIDE  WORLD.    By  E.  WETHERELL. 
*ig.  DAISY.    By  SUSAN  WARNER. 
*20.  DAISY  IN  THE  FIELD.    By  SUSAN  WARNER. 
*2i.  QUEECHY.    By  SDSAN  WARNER. 
*22.  DARE  TO  DO  RIGHT.    By  JULIA  MATHEWS. 
*23.  NETTIE'S  MISSION.    By  JULIA  MATHEWS. 
•24.  YOKED  TOGETHER.    By  ELLEN  DAVIS. 
•25.  ST.  ELMO.    By  A.  J.  E.  WILSON. 
*26.  NAOMI.    By  Mrs.  J.  B.  WEBB. 
*27.  BARRIERS  BURNED  AWAY.    By  E.  P.  ROE. 
*28.  WYCH  HAZEL.    By  S.  and  A.  WARNER. 
*29.  THE  GOLD  OF  CHICKAREE.    A  Sequel  to  "Wych  Hazel." 
*30.  THE  OLD  HELMET.    By  SUSAN  WARNER. 
*3i.  GENERAL  GORDON.    By  Lieut.-Col.  SETON  CHURCHILL. 
*32.  A    KNIGHT    OF    THE    NINETEENTH    CENTURY.      B] 

B.  P.  ROK. 

•33.  IN  THE  DAYS  OF  BRUCE.    By  GRACE  AGUILAR. 
•34.  THE  MOTHER'S  RECOMPENSE.    By  GRACE  AGUILAR. 

35.  THE  GOLDEN  LADDER.     By  SUSAN  and  ANNA  WARNER. 

36.  DORRINCOURT  SCHOOL.    By  B.  HELDMANN. 

Volumes  starred  (*)  are  also  done  with  Full  Gilt  edges ;  23.  6d 
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The  Pilgrim  Series — continued 


•37.  WESTWARD  HO  !    By  CHARLKS  KINGSLBY. 

38.  A  RED  WALLFLOWER.    By  SUSAN  WARNER. 
*39.  JOHN  HALIFAX,  GENTLEMAN.    By  Mrs.  C*AIK. 

40.  THE  ARABIAN  NIGHTS'  ENTERTAINMENTS. 
•41-  IT  IS  NEVER  TOO  LATE  TO  MEND.    By  CHARLES  READS 
*42.  ADAM  BEDE.    By  GEORGE  ELIOT. 

43.  WAGES.     By  L.  T.  MEADS. 

*44.  BETWIXT  TWO  FIRES.     By  J.  JACKSON  WRAY. 
•45.  NESTLETON  MAGNA.    By  J.  JACKSON  WRAY. 

46.  THE  KEY  TO  THE  RIDDLE.    By  MARGARST  COMRIB. 

47.  WHEELS  OF  IRON.     By  L.  T.  MEADS. 

•48.  TOM  BROWN'S  SCHOOLDAYS.    By  T.  HUGHES. 
•49.  A  TALE  OF  TWO  CITIES.     By  CHARLES  DICKENS. 

50.  SIMON  HOLMES.    By  J.  JACKSON  WRAY. 

51.  THE  CLOISTER  AND  THE  HEARTH.    By  CHARLES  READS. 

52.  ROMOLA.     By  GEORGE  ELIOT. 

53.  WANDERER  AND  KING.     By  O.  V.  CAINS. 

54.  CASTLE  POVERTY.    By  L.  T.  MEADE. 

55.  THE  WITCH  MAID.    By  L.  T.  MEADE. 

*56.  GRIMM'S  FAIRY  TALES.    Translation  by  N.  J.  DAVIDSON,  B.A. 

57.  A  SON  OF  THE  SEA.    By  F.  T.  BULLEN. 
*S8.  HANS  ANDERSEN'S  FAIRY  TALES. 
*59.  SONS  OF  VICTORY.     By  O.  V.  CAINE. 

60.  FACE  TO  FACE  WITH  NAPOLEON.     By  O.  V.  CAINS. 
*6i.  HEREWARD  THE  WAKE.    By  CHAS.  KINGSLBY. 
•62.  FRANK  BROWN.     By  F.  T.  BULLEN. 

63.  THE  RED  CAP  OF  LIBERTY.    By  L.  T.  MEADS. 

64.  THAT  MASTER  OF  OURS.     By  B.  HELDMANN. 
*6s.  DAISY  PLAINS.    By  SUSAN  WARNER. 

*66.  ONE  OF  THE  RED  SHIRTS.     By  HERBERT  HAYENS. 
*67.  IN  THE  YEAR  OF  WATERLOO.    By  O.  V.  CAINS. 

68.  BLUE  OF  THE  SEA.     By  L.  T.  MEADE. 

69.  THE  OAK  STAIRCASE.     By  M.  and  C.  LEE. 

70.  A  TROUBLESOME  GODCHILD.     By  MARY  E.  MILLS. 

71.  MASTERMAN  READY.     By  CAPTAIN  MARRYAT. 

72.  A  FIGHT  FOR  FREEDOM.    By  GORDON  STABLES. 

73.  MISS  CON.     By  AGNES  GIBERNE. 

74.  THE  SNIPER.    By  F.  COWLEY  WHITBHOUSE. 

75.  THE  ADVENTURES  OF  MR.  VERDANT  GREEN. 

76.  ALISON'S  ORDEAL.    By  ADELINE  SERGEANT. 

77.  IN  THE  FLOWER  OF  HER  YOUTH.     By  L.  T.  MEADB. 


Vffamts  starrtd  (*)  art  *kt  lUtu  with  Full  Gilt  edges,  2S.  6d. 


The  Schoolboy  Series 


A  Series  of  Books  for  Boys,  by  popular  Authors,  making  splendi 
Gift  and  Prize  Books.     Illustrated.    Crown  8vo.     is.  6d.  each. 

1.  FRANK  WEATHBRALL.    By  W.  C.  MRTCALFE. 

2.  EXPELLED.    By  the  Author  of"  Dorrincourt." 

3.  BOXALL  SCHOOL.    By  the  Author  of  "  Expelled." 

4.  THE  YOUNG  MAROONERS.    By  F.  R.  GOULDINO. 

5.  THE  VIKING  BOYS.    ByJ.  M.  E.  SAXBY. 

6.  WINNING  HIS  LAURELS.    By  F.  M.  HOLMES. 

7.  WILL  IT  LIFT?    By  J.  JACKSON  WRAY. 

8.  THE  YOUNG  STOWAWAY.    By  Mrs.  GEO.  CORBETT. 

9.  A  MAN  EVERY  INCH  OF  HIM.     ByJ.  JACKSON  WRAY. 

10.  THE  ARABIAN  NIGHTS'  ENTERTAINMENTS. 

11.  THE  ROVER  CARAVAN.    By  GORDON  STABLES. 
I*.  THE  LADS  OF  LUNDA.     By  J.  M.  E.  SAXBY. 

13.  TOM  BROWN'S  SCHOOLDAYS.     By  TOM  HUGHES. 

14.  ROBINSON  CRUSOE.    By  DANIEL  DEFOE. 

15.  THE  KING'S  GUARDS.     By  R.  POWER  BERREY. 

16.  IN  THE  SWING  OF  THE  SEA.     By  J.  MACDONALD  OXLEV. 

17.  OLIVER  TWIST.    By  CHARLES  DICKENS. 

18.  GRIMM'S   FAIRY  TALKS. 
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The  Schoolboy  Series — continued 

19.  HANS  ANDERSEN'S  FAIRY  TALES. 
M.  BROWN.    By  DOROTHEA  MOORE. 

21.  THE  SNIPER.    67  F.  COWLEY  WHITEHOOSB. 

22.  THAT  MASTER  OF  OURS.    By  B.  HBLDMANH. 

23.  A  SON  OF  THE  SEA.    By  F.  T.  BULLEN. 

24.  THE  HEART  OF  THE  PRAIRIE.    By  JOHN  MACKIE. 

25.  THE  BOYS  OF  ST.  ELMO'S.    By  A.  T.  STORY. 

26.  THE  WAR  TIGER.    By  WILLIAM  DALTON. 

27.  GEORGE  V.,  KING  AND  EMPEROR.    By  E.  MAJOR. 

28.  MASTERMAN  READY.    By  CAPTAIN  MARRYAT. 

29.  TRUE  BLUE.     By  W.  H.  G.  KINGSTON. 

30.  BLACK  MAN'S  ROCK.    By  JOHN  MACKIB. 

31.  THE  FLYING  SUBMARINE.    By  PERCY  WESTERMAN. 

32.  THE  GHOST  ROCK.    By  FREDERICK  WATSON. 

33.  IN  FOREST  LANDS.    By  GORDON  STABLBS. 

34.  WITH  CUTLASS  AND  TORCH.    By  GORDON  STABLES. 

35.  SCHOOLBOY  GRIT.    By  GUNBY  HADATH. 
'36.  LORD  WOLSELEY.     By  E.  MAJOR. 

37.  THE  RIGHT  OF  THE  LINE.    By  R.  POWER  BERREY. 
3«.  THE  WHITE  CARAVAN.     By  W.  E.  CULB. 

39.  ROGER  THE  MASTERFUL.     By  GEOFFREY  H.  WHITE. 
*  Also  in  special picturt  ccver,  39. 


The  Reward  Series 


A    Series  of  recently  published  Books   for   Boys    and   Girls,  co 
taining  Copyright  Stories  by  TOM  BEVAN,  PERCY  WKSTKRMAN,  JOH 
MACKIE,  MARY  STUART  BOYD,  B.  L.  HAVBRFIELD,  and  other  we! 
known  writers.     Each  volume  has  its  own  individual  design  and  style 
binding,  suitable,  and  in  keeping  with  the  story.     The  books  extend 
300  pages  and  upwards  and  are  fully  illustrated,  some  in  colours.    Wil 
gilt  top,  and  coloured  pictorial  wrapper. 

Extra  crown  8vo,  with  gilt  top,  31.  6d. 

FOR  BOYS. 

A  FIGHT  FOR  FORTUNE.    By  T.  C.  BRIDGES. 
CANADIAN  JACK.    By  JOHH  MACKIE. 
SCHOOLBOY  GRIT.    By  GONBY  HADATH. 
REBELS  AND  ROGUES.     By  TOM  BEVAN. 
THE  WINNING  OF  THE  GOLDEN  SPURS.     By  PRRCY  WE 

TERM  AN. 

HIDDEN  IN  CANADIAN  WILDS.    By  JOHN  MACKIE. 
A  BUSH  MYSTERY.    By  JOHN  MACKIE. 
ONE  OF  THE  AWKWARD  SQUAD.    By  TOM  BEVAN. 
THE  FLYING  SUBMARINE.     By  PERCY  WESTERMAN. 
THE    GHOST    ROCK;    or,    White    Man's    Gold.     By    FREDERIC 
WATSON. 

FOR  BOYS  AND  GIRLS. 

ROGER  THE  MASTERFUL.    By  GEOFFREY  H.  WHITE. 
THE  TAMING  OF  TARM.    By  E.  HOBART-HAMPDEN. 

FOR   GIRLS. 

CAPTAIN  NANCY.    By  DOROTHEA  MOORE. 
HEADMISTRESS  HILARY.    By  KATHLYN  RHODES. 
A  PLUCKY  SCHOOLGIRL.    By  DOROTHEA  MOORE. 
DODO'S  SCHOOLDAYS.    By  KATHLYN  RHODES. 
THAT  AGGRAVATING  SCHOOLGIRL.    By  GRACE  STEBBING. 
AN  IMPOSSIBLE  FRIEND.     By  E.  L.  HAVERFIELD. 
THE  MYSTERY  OF  THE  CASTLE.    By  MARY  STUART  BOYD. 
SCHOOLGIRL  HONOUR.     By  KATHLYN  RHODES. 
TERRY  THE  GIRL  GUIDE.     By  DOROTHEA  MOORE. 
NADIA  TO  THE  RESCUE.    By  DOROTHEA  MOORE. 
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*By  Dorothea  Moore 


CECILY'S  HIGHWAYMAN.  With  Coloured  Illustrations.  Square 
Demy  8vo,  55.  Cheap  Edition,  crown  8vo.  is.  6d. 

CAPTAIN  NANCY.  With  Coloured  Illustrations.  Large  crown  STO. 
With  gilt  top,  33.  6d.  Cheap  Edition,  large  crown  8vo.,  zs.  6d. 

A  BRAVE  LITTLE  ROYALIST.  With  Coloured  Illustrations.  Large 
crown  8vo.  53.  Cheap  Edition,  crown  8vo.  is.  6d. 

NADIA  TO  THE  RESCUE.  Illustrated.  Large  crown  8va  With 
gilt  edges,  45. ;  with  gilt  top,  35.  6d.  and  2s.  6d. 

"  There  is  not  a  dull  moment  in  it.  ...  A  thorough  vivid  piece  of 
writing." — The  Scotsman. 

"  Splendid  story  ...  the  plot  is  good  and  the  adventures  are  thrilling."  — 
The  British  Weekly. 

TERRY  THE  GIRL  GUIDE.  A  Sequel  to  "A  Plucky  School-girL" 
With  Foreword  by  AGNES  BADEN-  POWELL.  Illustrated.  Large 
crown  8vo.  With  gilt  edges,  45. ;  with  gilt  top,  35.  6d.  Cheap 
Edition,  is.  6d. 

"  It  would  take  a  remarkable  boy-scout  to  outshine  Terry,  who  is  a  really 
charming  creation.  .  .  .  Very  entertaining  reading.  The  finale  is  most 
exciting." — The  Schoolmaster. 

MY  LADY  BELLAMY.  Illustrated.  Large  crown  8va  2s.  6d.  Crown 
8vo.  is.  6d. 

A  PLUCKY  SCHOOL-GIRL.  Illustrated.  Large  crown  8vo.  35.  6\L 
and  2s.  6d.  Crown  8vo.  is.  6d. 

BROWN  :  A  Story  of  Waterloo  Year.  Illustrated.  Crown  8va  is,  6d. 
Cheap  Edition,  is.  3d. 
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By  Kathlyn  Rhodes 

HEADMISTRESS   HILARY.     With  Coloured  Illustrations.     Larg 
crown  STO.    35.  6d.  and  2s.  6d. 

DODO'S  SCHOOLDAYS.      Author  of  "  Schoolgirl  Honour."     Larg 

crown  STO.    With  full  gilt  edges,  43. ;  also  35.  6d.  and  2s.  6d. 
Miss  Rhodes  has  written  another  school  story  for  girls  which  is  bound  I 
prove  a  serious  rival  in  popularity  to  "Schoolgirl  Honour."     Dodo  is 
delightful  girl,  and  her  school  pranks  and  adventures  form  a  story  whic 
schoolgirls  of  any  age  will  revel  in. 

SCHOOLGIRL    HONOUR.    A  striking  story  of  school  life.    Wit 
Coloured  and  Sepia  Illustrations.     Large  crown  STO.    With  full  gi 
edges,  45. ;  also  35.  6d.    Crown  STO,  is.  6d. 
"  One  is  loth  to  say  good-bye  at  the  end  to  the  girls  of  St.  Monica's  Schoc 

We  commend  this  book  as  an  addition  to  the  library  of  any  schoolgirl. "- 

The  Schoolmaster. 


By  Katharine  Tynan 

KITTY  AUBREY.    Illustrated.     Large  crown  STO.    2s.  6d. 
A  UNION  OF  HEARTS.     Illustrated.    Crown  Svo.     is.  6d. 


By  E.  Everett  Green 

MY  LADY  JOANNA.     Illustrated.     In  full  roan.    55.     Large  crow 

STO,  cloth.     2s.  6d.     Crown  STO.     is.  6d. 
LADY  TEMPLE'S  GRANDCHILDREN.    Crown  STO.     is.  6d. 


By  Violet  Brooke-Hunt 

LORD  ROBERTS:  A  Life  for  Boys.  Illustrated.  Large  crown  STI 
In  full  roan,  55.  Cloth,  25.  6d. 

THE  STORY  OF  WESTMINSTER  ABBEY.  Being  an  account  < 
that  ancient  foundation,  its  Builders,  and  those  that  sleep  there!: 
Illustrated.  Demy  STO.  With  gilt  edges,  55.  Large  crown  Sv< 
2s.  6d.  In  full  roan,  55. 
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Nisbefs  Library  of  Fairy   Tales 

THE  GLASS  MENDER.     BY  MAURICE  BARING.    A  volume  of  Fairy 
Stories.    With  12  exquisite  Illustrations  in  Colour.     Daintily  bound, 
gilt  top.     Extra  Crown  8vo.     35.  6d.  net.     Postage  4d. 
The  Daily  Teltgraph  says :   ' '  Mr.  Baring  has  caught  the  exact  spirit  in 
which  to  write  fairy  tales,  and  this  volume  should  have  a  great  success  among 
children  old  and  young.     We  have  nothing  but  praise  for  this  volume  of 
enchantment     The  coloured  illustrations  are  particularly  delightful." 

The  Westminster  Gatette  says :  "  These  stories  are  all  perfectly  enchanting 
.  .  .  the  pictures  arc  the  most  fairy-like  we  have  ever  seen." 

BEDTIME  STORIES.  By  Mr.  and  Mrs,  COULSON  KERNAHAN.  With 
charming  Illustrations  by  DOROTHY  FURNISS.  Attractively  bound  in 
cloth,  gilt  top.  Square  Demy  8vo.  as.  6d.  net.  Postage  4d. 

The  Spectator  says :  " '  Bedtime  Stories '  shows  work  of  excellent  quality. .  .  . 
Everywhere  there  is  the  unmistakable  literary  touch." 

The  World  says :  ' '  The  only  defect  about  this  delightful  volume  is  its 
name,  for  the  result  of  reading  these  stories  to  a  child  would  certainly  be  to 
make  him  implore  his  elders  to  put  off  bedtime  indefinitely." 

The  Scotsman  says :  "  A  charming  volume  .  .  .  the  happenings  in  '  make- 
believe-land  '  are  described  with  fine  effect." 

THE  STORY  OF  FORGET-ME-NOT  AND  LILY  OF  THE 
VALLEY.  A  Fairy  Story.  By  MAURICE  BARING.  With  numerous 
dainty  Illustrations  in  Colour.  Exquisitely  bound.  Royal  loino. 
2s.  net.  Postage  3d. 

The  Church  Family  Newspaper  says :  "  We  are  delighted  with  Mr.  Maurice 
Baring's  fairy  tale  for  children.  This  is  a  book  all  children  will  love:  it 
exactly  represents  the  things  they  love  to  imagine  ...  an  enchanting  little 
book." 

The  Morning  Post  says :  ' '  The  whole  thing  is  exactly  what  one  had  and 
loved  as  a  child  ...  as  for  putting  the  quality  down  in  words  let  those 
attempt  it  who  can  do  so." 

THE  IMP  AND  THE  ELF  AND  THE  OGRE.  A  Book  of  Nature 
Stories.  By  ARTHUR  RANSOME.  With  Illustrations  by  AMBROSE 
DUDLEY.  Daintily  bound.  Royal  i6mo.  is.  6d.  net.  Postage  3d. 

The  Liverpool  Post  says:  "Aided  by  several  charming  original  black  and 
white  illustrations,  Mr.  Ransome's  book  will  make  a  strong  appeal  to  the 
juvenile  imagination.  Fairy  fantasy  and  actualities  of  nature  have  seldom 
been  mingled  with  better  effect." 

The  Dundee  Courier  says :  "  A  charming  book  of  Natural  History  for  the 
bairns.  No  better  or  simpler  book  of  Natural  History  could  be  put  into  the 
hands  of  young  children." 

HANS  ANDERSEN'S  FAIRY  TALES.  Handsomely  bound  in  cloth. 
Illustrated.  Large  Crown  8vo,  2s. ;  Crown  8vo,  is.  6d. 

GRIMM'S  FAIRY  TALES.  New  Translation  by  N.  J.  DAVIDSON, 
B.A.  Handsomely  bound  in  cloth.  Illustrated.  Large  Crown  8vo, 
as. ;  Crown  Svo,  is.  6«L 


By  Mrs.  Marshall 


"Readers  who  value  culture  and  refinement,  but,  above  all,  seek  for 
truth  and  unction,  will  recommend  her  tales,  especially  for  young  ladies." 
— Churchman. 

Large  crown  8vo.     Illustrated.     2s.  6d.  each. 

ONLY  SUSAN. 

LIZETTE.     A  Story  for  Girl*. 

NEW  RELATIONS.     A  Story  for  Girls. 

THOSE  THREE;  or,  Little  Wings. 

LAUREL  CROWNS  ;  or,  Griselda's  Aim. 

HOUSES  ON  WHEELS.     A  Story  for  Childrea 

DAPHNE'S  DECISION  ;  or,  Which  Shall  it  Be? 

CASSANDRA'S  CASKET. 

SILVER  CHIMES  ;  or,  Olive. 

POPPIES  AND  PANSIES. 

DEWDROPS  AND  DIAMONDS. 


Crown  8vo.     Illustrated,     is.  6d.  each. 

THE  ROSES  OF  RINGWOOD.    A  Story  for  Children. 

REX  AND  REGINA ;  or,  The  Song  of  the  River. 

DULCIBEL'S  DAY-DREAMS  ;  or,  The  Grand  Sweet  Song. 

ONLY  SUSAN. 

MISTRESS  MATCHETT'S  MISTAKE. 

UNDER  THE  LABURNUMS. 


Crown  8vo.     Illustrated,     is.  each. 

SIR  VALENTINE'S  VICTORY. 

SIR  BENJAMIN'S  BOUNTY. 

A  PINK  OF  PERFECTION. 

PAT'S  INHERITANCE. 

MY  LADY  BOUNTIFUL. 

MICHAEL'S  TREASURES ;  or,  Choice  Silver. 

MY  GRANDMOTHER'S  PICTURES. 

THREE  LITTLE  BROTHERS. 

MASTER  MARTIN. 

SO 


By   Susan  Warner 

Large  crown  8vo,  2s. ;  with  gilt  edges,  2s.  6d. 

THE  WIDE  WIDE  WORLD. 

MY  DESIRE. 

NOBODY. 

THE  END  OF  A  COIL. 

DIANA. 

STEPHEN,  M.D. 

MELBOURNE  HOUSE, 

DAISY  IN  THE  FIELD. 

QUEECHY. 

WYCH  HAZEL.    By  SUSAN  and  ANNA  WARNER. 

THE  GOLD  OF  CHICKAREE.    A  Sequel  to  "  Wych  Hazel" 

THE  OLD  HELMET. 

THE  GOLDEN  LADDER.    By  SUSAN  and  ANNA  WARNER. 

A  RED  WALLFLOWER. 

DAISY  PLAINS. 

SI 


By  L.   T.  Meade 

"  Displays  vivid  conception  of  character,  and  clear,  graphic  description. 
The  story  is  full  of  incident  and  adventure." — Literary  Churchman. 

LADY  ANNE.     Extra  crown  8vo.     2s.  6d. 

BLUE  OF  THE  SEA.     Extra  crown  8vo.     2s.  6d.,  2g.,  and  is.  6d. 

THE  RED  CAP  OF  LIBERTY.     Extra  crown  8vo.     as.  6d.,  as.,  and 
is.  6d. 

IN  THE  FLOWER  OF  HER  YOUTH.      Extra  crown  8vo.      2s.  6d. 
and  2s. 

CASTLE  POVERTY.     Extra  crown  8vo.    2s. 

THE  WITCH  MAID.     Extra  crown  8vo.    2s.  6d. ;  and  plain,  as. 

THE  CLEVEREST  WOMAN  IN  ENGLAND.      Extra  crown  8vo. 

2S.  6d. 

WHEELS  OF  IRON.     Extra  crown  8vo.    2s. 

WAGES.     Extra  crown  8*0.    as. 

GOOD  LUCK.    With  Illustrations  by  W.  LANCK.     Crown  8vo.    is.  6<L 

THE    CHILDREN'S    PILGRIMAGE.      With  Illustrations.      Crown 
8vo.     is.  6d. 


By  Agnes  Giberne 


"Tales  that  bear  Miss  Giberne's  name  are  'the  best  of  the  besi.'  No 
writer  excels  her  in  this  department  of  literature." — Fireside  News. 

"That  the  story  is  Miss  Giberne's  guarantees  refinement  and  Christian 
principle." —  Churchman. 

With  Illustrations.     Extra  crown  8vo. 

MISS  CON ;  or,  All  Those  Girls.    2s.  6d. 

"  Constance  Con  way  is  a  charming  heroine.  Her  diary  is  an  admirable 
collection  of  character  sketches." — Athenctum, 

ENID'S  SILVER  BOND.     as.  6d. 

"  Enid's  nature  is  essentially  heroic.  .  .  .  The  other  characters  are  cleverly 
sketched." — Times. 

KATHLEEN.     Illustrated,     is.  6d. 
"A  fascinating  tale." — Record, 

SWEETBRIAR.     Illustrated.     Crown  8vo.     is.  6d. 

"  LEAST  SAID,   SOONEST  MENDED."     Crown  SYO.     is.  6d. 

"  To  say  that  it  is  by  Miss  Giberne  is  at  once  to  recommend  the  story 
highly  to  girls." — Quiver. 

NUMBER  THREE  WIMIFRED  PLACE.     Crown  8vo.     is.  6d. 

"A  delightful  story,  and,  we  need  hardly  add — being  Miss  Giberne's — is 
full  of  the  highest  and  most  profitable  religious  teaching." — Record. 

"  Miss  Giberne's  book  is  for  gentler  readers.  It  appeals  very  delicately  to 
their  softer  sympathies,  and  introduces  them  to  one  young  girl  at  least  who 
may  serve  as  a  model  or  ideal  to  them.  It  is  written  in  a  pleasing  sympathetic 
style. " — Scotsman. 

READY,  AYE  READY  !     is.  6d. 

"A  charming  story,  which  displays  all  this  well-known  writer's  knowledge 
of  girls  and  their  habits  of  mind." — Scotsman. 

OLD  UMBRELLAS  ;  or,  Clarrie  and  her  Mother,     is. 

"  The  book  is  bright  and  lively,  and  will  be  read  with  pleasure  and  profit." 
--Christian. 


Coloured  Books  for  Children 


Stories  for  Children,  with  many  Coloured  Illustrations. 
In  Picture  Boards,     is. 

1.  PAT  AND  THE  SPIDER. 

2.  THE  STORY  OF  LITTLE  BLACK  MINGO. 

3.  THE  STORY  OF  LITTLE  BLACK  QUIBBA. 

4.  THE  STORY  OF  LITTLE  DEGCHIE-HEAD. 

5.  OLD     NURSERY     RHYMES.      Illustrated     by     ANNE 

BATCHELOR. 

7.  LITTLE  GOLDEN  HAIR.    The  story  of  the  Three  Bears. 
By  ANNE  BATCHELOR. 

&  JANE.    How   Vain   Jane   became    Plain    Jane.    By  J.  S. 
TEMPLAR. 

9.  LITTLE  RED  RIDING  HOOD.    By  ANNE  BATCHELOR. 

10.  LITTLE    OLAF     AND    THE     BEARS.      By    ARTHUR 

CRAXFORD. 

11.  BILLY  MOUSE.    By  ARTHUR  LAYARD. 

12.  THE  STORY  OF  THE  TEASING  MONKEY. 

13.  HARRIET  HARE.    By  ARTHUR  LAYARD. 

14.  THE  STORY  OF  LITTLE  BLACK  QUASHA. 

15.  THE  STORY  OF  LITTLE  BLACK  BOBTAIL. 


The  Presentation  Series 


Of  copyright  stories,  carefully  selected  from  the  works  of  well-known 
authors ;  each  volume  is  clearly  printed  on  good  paper,  and  contains  in 
most  cases  coloured  pictures,  and  in  a  few  cases  where  the  pictures  are  not 
coloured  a  very  large  number  of  black  and  white  illustrations.  The  cover 
is  strikingly  effective,  with  its  Full  Leather  back  and  sides,  with  Gilt 
edges  and  Handsome  Gilt  Design.  Large  crown  8vo.  5s. 

3.  ONE  OF  THE  RED  SHIRTS.    By  H.  HAVENS. 

4.  FACE  TO  FACE  WITH  NAPOLEON.    By  O.  V.  CAINE. 

5.  IN  THE  YEAR  OF  WATERLOO.     By  O.  V.  CAINE. 

6.  WANDERER  AND  KING.    By  O.  V.  CAINE. 

7.  SONS  OF  VICTORY.    By  O.  V.  CAINE. 

8.  FROISSART  IN  BRITAIN.    By  HENRY  NEWBOLT. 

9.  THE  STORY  OF  WESTMINSTER  ABBEY.      By  V.  BROOKE 

HONT. 

10.  A  FIGHT  FOR  FREEDOM.    By  GORDON  STABLES. 

11.  ON  WAR'S  RED  TIDE.    By  GORDON  STABLES. 

12.  GRIMM'S  FAIRY  TALES. 

14.  MY  LADY  JOANNA.     By  Miss  EVERETT-GREEN. 

15.  THE  LIFE  OF  LORD  ROBERTS.     By  V.  BROOKE-HUNT. 

16.  A  SON  OF  THE  SEA.     By  F.  T.  BULLEN. 

17.  HANS  ANDERSEN'S  FAIRY  TALES. 

18.  HEREWARD  THE  WAKE.     By  CHARLES  KINGSLEY. 

19.  FRANK  BROWN.     By  F.  T.  BULLEN. 

20.  SILVER  CHIMES.    By  Mrs.  MARSHALL. 

21.  UNCLE  TOM'S  CABIN.     By  H.  B.  STOWE. 

22.  A  TALE  OF  TWO  CITIES.     By  CHARLES  DICKENS. 

24.  IVANHOE.    By  SIR  WALTER  SCOTT. 

25.  MY  LADY  BELLAMY.    By  DOROTHEA  MOOR* 


The  Girls'  Holiday  Library 


The  binding  of  this  Series  is  perhaps  the  most  attractire  and  popular 
of  all  those  issued  by  this  firm.  With  Full  Gold  Back.  Gilt  Top. 
Illustrations  in  Colour  and  Sepia.  Large  crown  8vo.  2s.  6d.  each. 

I.  THE    CLEVEREST    WOMAN    IN    ENGLAND.      By   L.   T. 
MEADB. 

*2.  LITTLE  WOMEN  AND  GOOD  WIVES.     By  L.  M.  ALCOTT. 
*3.  MY  LADY  JOANNA.    By  E.  EVERETT-GREEN. 
*4.  THAT  AGGRAVATING  SCHOOLGIRL.  By  GRACE  STEBBING. 
5.  THE  WITCH  MAID.    By  L.  T.  MBADE. 

*6.  THE    STORY    OF    WESTMINSTER    ABBEY.      By    VIOLET 
BROOKE-HDNT. 

7.  IN  THE  FLOWER  OF  HER  YOUTH.     By  L.  T.  MEADE. 

8.  THE  RED  CAP  OF  LIBERTY.    BY  L.  T.  MEADE. 
*9.  A  PLUCKY  SCHOOLGIRL.    By  DOROTHEA  MOORE. 

*io.  MY  LADY  BELLAMY.    By  DOROTHEA  MOORE. 
ii.  KITTY  AUBREY.     By  KATHARINE  TYNAN. 
*I2.  BLUE  OF  THE  SEA.     By  L.  T.  MEADE. 

13.  THE  OAK  STAIRCASE.     By  M.  and  C.  LEE. 

14.  LADY  ANNE.    By  L.  T.  MEADE. 

Volumes  starred  (*)  may  be  had  full  gilt  at  33. 
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The  Girls   Holiday  Library — continued 

15.  AN  IMPOSSIBLE  FRIEND.     By  E.  L.  HAVBRFIBLD. 

16.  THE  MYSTERY  OF  THE  CASTLE.    By  MARY  STDART  BOYD. 

17.  NADIA  TO  THE  RESCUE.     By  DOROTHEA  MOORE. 

18.  DODO'S  SCHOOLDAYS.    By  KATHLYN  RHODES. 

19.  THE     SCHOOLGIRL     PRINCESS.      By    ARTHUR   WYATT. 

(Original  Binding.) 

*20.  NEW  RELATIONS.    A  Story  for  Qirls.    By  Mrs.  MARSHALL. 

21.  THOSE  THREE.    A  Story  for  Girk.     By  Mrs.  MARSHALL. 

22.  LAUREL  CROWNS.    By  Mrs.  MARSHALL. 

23.  HOUSES  ON  WHEELS.     By  Mrs.  MARSHALL, 

24.  ONLY  SUSAN.    By  Mrs.  MARSHALL. 

25.  LIZETTE.    A  Story  for  Girls.    By  Mrs.  MARSHALL, 
•26.  SILVER  CHIMES.    By  Mrs.  MARSHALL. 

27.  DAPHNE'S  DECISION    By  Mrs.  MARSHALL. 

28.  CASSANDRA'S  CASKET.    By  Mrs.  MARSHALL. 

29.  POPPIES  AND  PANSIES.    By  Mrs.  MARSHALL. 

30.  DEWDROPS  AND  DIAMONDS.    By  Mrs.  MARSHALL. 

31.  MISS  CON.     By  AGNES  GIBERNE. 

32.  CAPTAIN  NANCY.    By  DOROTHEA  MOORE. 

33.  HEADMISTRESS  HILARY.    By  KATHLYN  RHODES. 

Vttumv  tiorrtd  (*)  m»y  6*  had  full  gilt  at  38. 

»7 


The  Schoolgirl  Series 


A  selected  list  of  Stories  for  Girls  by  well-known  Authors.  The 
Books  are  bound  in  Cloth  Boards,  in  dainty  fashion,  with  a  full- 
coloured  ink  design.  Crown  Svo  size.  With  Illustrations,  is.  6d.  each. 

1.  THE  ROSES  OF  RINGWOOD.     By  Mrs.  MARSHALL. 

2.  REX  AND  REGINA.     By  Mrs.  MARSHALL. 

3.  DULCIBEL'S  DAY-DREAM.     By  Mrs.  MARSHALL. 

4.  "LEAST  SAID,  SOONEST  MENDED."     By  AGNES  GIBERNE. 

5.  NUMBER  THREE  WINIFRED  PLACE.     By  AGNES  GIBERNE. 

6.  CROSS  CORNERS.     By  ANNA  WARNER. 

7.  MISTRESS  MATCHETT'S  MISTAKE.     By  Mrs.  MARSHALL. 

8.  ONE  LITTLE  VEIN  OF  DROSS.    By  RUTH  LAMB. 

9.  GOOD  LUCK.    By  L.  T.  MEADE. 

10.  THAT  AGGRAVATING  SCHOOLGIRL.     By  GRACE  STEBBING. 

n.  LADY   TEMPLE'S    GRANDCHILDREN.      By  E.   EVERETT- 
GREEN. 

12.  WHAT  KATY  DID.    By  SUSAN  COOLIDGE. 

13.  BESSIE  HARRINGTON'S  VENTURE.     By  JULIA  MATHEWS. 

14.  CISSY'S  TROUBLE.     By  "  DARLEY  DALE." 

15.  THE  GRIM  HOUSE.     By  Mrs.  MOLBSWORTH. 

16.  ONLY  SUSAN.    By  Mrs.  MARSHALL. 

17.  THE  CHILDREN'S  PILGRIMAGE.     By  L.  T.  MIADI. 

18.  OLIVER  TWIST.     By  CHARLES  DICKENS. 

19.  GRIMM'S  FAIRY  TALES. 

•I 


The  Schoolgirl  Series — continued 

20.  BROWN.     A   STORY    OF   WATERLOO   YEAR,     Tiy    DOROTHEA 

MOORB. 

21.  SWEETBRIAR.     By  AONES  GIBERNB, 

22.  HANS  ANDERSEN'S  FAIRY  TALES. 

23.  BESSIE  AT  SCHOOL.    By  JOANNA  H.  MATHBWS. 

24.  BESSIE  AT  THE  SEASIDE.    By  JOANNA  H.  MATHBWS. 

25.  BESSIE  AND  HER  FRIENDS.     By  JOANNA  H.  MATHBWS. 

26.  BESSIE  ON  HER  TRAVELS.     By  JOANNA  H.  MATHEWS. 

27.  MAGGIE  AND  BESSIE.    By  JOANNA  H.  MATHEWS. 

28.  A  PLUCKY  SCHOOLGIRL.    BY  DOROTHEA  MOORB. 

29.  OUGHTS  AND  CROSSES.    By  DARLEY  DALE. 

30.  GEORGE  V.,  KING  AND  EMPEROR.     By  E.  MAJOX. 

31.  MY  LADY  JOANNA.    By  Miss  EVERETT-GREEN. 

32.  GRAN.    A  STORY  OF  SELF-SACRIFICE.    By  E.  A.  B.  D. 

33.  LITTLE  BRICKS.    By  DARLEY  DALE. 

34.  THE  SCHOOLGIRL  PRINCESS.    By  ARTHUR  WYATT. 

35.  TERRY,  THE  GIRL  GUIDE.    By  DOROTHEA  MOORB. 

36.  SCHOOLGIRL  HONOUR.    By  KATHLYN  RHODES. 

37.  KATHLEEN.    By  AGNES  GIBERNB. 

38.  UNDER  THE  LABURNUMS.    By  EMMA  MARSHALL. 

39.  A  BRAVE  LITTLE  ROYALIST.    By  DOROTHEA  MOORB. 

40.  ROGER  THE  MASTERFUL.    By  GEOFFREY  H.  WHITE. 

41.  CECILY'S  HIGHWAYMAN.    By  DOROTHEA  MOORE. 

ag. 


The  Berners  Series 


Books  by  favourite  Authors.    Bound  in  cloth  with  gilt  lettering 
and  embossed  design.     Illustrated.     Crown  8vo,  is.  6d. 


THE  THRONE  OF  DAVID.    By  J.  H.  INQRAHAM. 

A  PRINCE  OF  THE  HOUSE  OF  DAVID. 

THE  PILLAR  OF  FIRE.     By  J.  H.  IKQRAHAM. 

TOO  LATE  FOR  THE  TIDE-MILL.     By  E.  A.  RAND. 

A  DREAM  OF  THE  NORTH  SEA.    ByJ.  RUNCIMAN. 

SHORT  LIVES  OF  MEN  WITH  A  MISSION. 

THE  VICAR  OF  WAKEFIELD.    By  OLIVER  GOLDSMITH. 

JOHN  KNOX  AND  HIS  TIMES.    By  Miss  WARREN. 

C.  H.  SPURGEON.    The  Story  of  his  Life.     By  Rev.  J.  ELLIS. 

NOBODY.    By  SUSAN  WARNER. 

WAVERLEY.    By  Sir  WALTER  SCOTT. 


Nisbefs  Story  Library 

Strongly  Bound  in  Blue  Cloth.      Crown  8vo. 
20  Vols.    Each  250  to  300  pages,     is.  3d.  each. 

1.  THE  MIDDY  AND  THE  MOORS.    By  R.  M.  BALLANTYNB. 

2.  EXPELLED.    A  Cornish  School  Story.    By  B.  HELDMANN. 

3.  THE  BOYS  OF  ST.  ELMO'S.    By  A.  T.  STORY. 

"  We  are  delighted  to  make  the  acquaintance  of  these  seven  schoolboys.  .  .  . 
They  represent  fine  specimens  of  upright,  honest  youths.  No  better  book 
could  be  given  to  a  boy  for  a  holiday  companion." — School  Guardian, 

4.  GEORGE  V.,  KING  AND  EMPEROR.    By  E.  MAJOR. 

"This  little  book  would  be  invaluable  for  schools  and  for  boys  and  girls." — 
Liverpool  Courier. 

5.  THE  HEART  OF  THE  PRAIRIE.     By  JOHN  MACKIB. 

"  It  is  with  genuine  regret  that  we  bid  farewell  to  the  manly  youth  who  tells 
his  tale  of  wild  adventure  in  these  pages.  It  is  a  splendid  book  for  boys." — 
School  Guardian. 

6.  TRUE  BLUE.    By  W.  H.  G.  KINGSTON. 

"  The  story  of  '  True  Blue '  teems  with  incidents  of  excitement  and  interest 
.  .  i  capital  reading." — Schoolmistress. 

7.  MY  DOGGIE  AND  I.    By  R.  M.  BALLANTYNB. 
&  A  SON  OF  THE  SEA.    By  F.  T.  BULLEN. 

'•A  better  book  for  boys  has  seldom  been  written.  Its  manly  tone  and 
simple  narrative  makes  it  absorbing." — World. 

9.  BROWN.    A  Story  of  Waterloo  Year.     By  DOROTHEA  MOORB. 
"A  delightfully  told  story  of  smugglers,  preventive  officers,  and  French 
prisoners. " —  Timts. 

10.  REX  AND  REGINA.    By  MRS.  MARSHALL. 

"  Mrs.  Marshall  is  one  of  the  most  popular  writers  for  the  young.  She  is 
a  master  of  the  art  of  drawing  children's  characters." — Standard. 

12.  GRIMM'S  FAIRY  TALES.     (Copyright  Translation}. 

13.  HANS  ANDERSEN'S  FAIRY  TALES. 

15.  BESSIE  AT  SCHOOL.    By  JOANNA  H.  MATHEWS. 

17.  THE  ISLAND  QUEEN.     By  R.  M.  BALLANTYNE. 

18.  A  MAN  EVERY  INCH  OF  HIM.     By  JACKSON  WRAY. 

19.  ROBINSON  CRUSOE.    By  DANIEL  DEFOE. 

20.  A  BRAVE  LITTLE  ROYALIST.    By  DOROTHEA  MOORB. 

21.  LORD  WOLSELEY.    By  E.  MAJOR. 

22.  SCHOOLGIRL  HONOUR.     By  KATHLYN  RHODES. 

23.  THE  ROSES  OF  RINGWOOD.    By  MRS.  MARSHALL. 

3' 


The  Sunshine  Series 

A  Series  of  Selected  Titles  of 

Books  for  Young  People.     In  attractive  Cloth  Binding. 
Crown  8vo.     Illustrated,     is. 

SIR  VALENTINE'S  VICTORY.    By  Mrs.  MARSHALL 

A  VANISHED  HAND.    By  SARAH  DOODNKY. 

MICHAEL'S  TREASURES.     By  Mrs.  MARSHALL. 

MY  LADY  BOUNTIFUL.    By  Mrs.  MARSHALL. 

PATS  INHERITANCE.     By  Mrs.  MARSHALL. 

MY  GRANDMOTHER'S  PICTURES.    By  Mrs.  MARSHALL. 

SIR  BENJAMIN'S  BOUNTY.     By  Mrs.  MARSHALL. 

OLD  UMBRELLAS.    By  AGNES  GIBERNB. 

MASTER  MARTIN.    By  Mrs.  MARSHALL. 

THREE  LITTLE  BROTHERS.     By  Mrs.  MARSHALL. 

A  PINK  OF  PERFECTION.    By  Mrs.  MARSHALL. 

GRIMM'S  FAIRY  TALES. 

HANS  ANDERSEN'S  FAIRY  TALES. 


LONDON:  JAMES   NISBET  &  CO.,   LTD. 

22    BERNERS   STREET,    W. 
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